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TO THE READER. 



That I may not obtain credit for more learning than I possess, I beg 
to acknowledge the assistance I have received in my version of the curi- 
ous relict of antiquity now offered to the public from the beautiful Italian 
MSS. of the erudite Professor of Greek in the university of ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦. 
I hesitate to designate more clearly the illustrious Hellenist whose la- 
bours have brought to light this curious fragment Since the establish- 
ment of the saintly domination of the Vandals throughout the territo- 
ries of the rebellious and heterodox Italy, and particularly in consequence 
of the ordonnance of his most orthodox, most legitimate, and most Aus- 
trian Majesty, bearing that his dominions being in want of good subjects, 
his colleges are forbidden to send forth good scholars,* it has become ne- 
cessary for the gownsmen of the classics peninsula to banish'all profane 
learning from their lectures and their libraries, and to evince a holy ab- 
horrence of the sciences and arts which they erst professed. The hst of 
the class books now employed in the transalpine schools is exceedingly 
curious ; I regret that I have mislaid the one lately supplied to me by an 
illustrious Italian exile. My memory recals to me only that in the school 
of rhetoric, the orations of Cicero are superseded by those of the Mar- 
quis of Londonderry, and the philippics of Demosthenes by those of M. 
de Peyronnet ; that the professors of history have banished the decades of 
Livy for the martyrs of Mons. de Chateaubriand ; and that the students 
of Greek, in place of the Odes of Pindar, and the retreat of the ten thou- 
eand from Cunaxa, construe the hexameters of the English Laureate, 
and the advance of Louis the XVIII. upon Ghent. In this state of the 
Italian world of letters, it is not surprising that the scholar, to whose per- 
severance, ingenuity, and learning, the public are indebted for the fol- 
lowing fragment, should object to lay claim to the honour which b his 
due. 

The original MS. fell into the hands of my erudite correspondent in 
the autumn of the yeax 1817. From that period until the commence- 

* Jene reus pas de savans done mea etfit», je teux de bou« «ui«U^''iw» '^Jfc 
dkstam of the Austrian Autocrat to an Italian Profeaaor. 
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ment of last winter, all his leisure hours were devoted to the arduotls task 
of unrolling the leaves, and decyphering the half-defaced characters. 
The imperfect condition of the MS. soon obliged him to forego his first 
intention of transcribing the original Greek ; he had recourse, therefore, 
to an Italian version, supplying the chasms, consisting sometimes of a 
word, sometimes of a line, and occasionally of a phrase, with a careful and 
laborious study of the context. While this version was printing in Flo- 
rence, a MS. copy was transmitted to me in Paris, with a request that I 
would forthwith see it translated into the English and French lan- 
guages. The former version I undertook myself and can assure the 
reader, that it possesses the merit of fidelity. The first erudite transla- 
tor has not conceived it necessary to encumber the volume with marginal 
notes ; nor have I found either the inclination or the ability to supply 
them. Those who should wish to refer to the allusions scattered through 
the old classics to the characters and systems here treated of, will find 
much assistance firom the marginal authorities of the eloquent and in- 
genious Bayla 

I have only to add, that the present volume comprises little more than 
a third of the original MS ; it will be sufficient, however, to enable the 
public to form an estimate of the probable value of the whole. 
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" Oh monstrous," cried the young Theon, as he came 
from the portico of Zeno. " Ye Gods ! and will ye suf- 
fer your names to be thus blasphemed ? How do ye not 
strike with thunder the actor and teacher of such enormi- 
ties ! What ! will ye suffer our youth, and the youth 
of after ages, to be seduced by this shameless Garget- 
tian ? Shall the Stoic portico be forsaken for the garden 
of Epicurus ? Minerva, shield thy city ! Shut the ears 
of thy sons against the voice of this deceiver !" 

Thus did Theon give vent to the indignation which 
the words of Timocrates had worked up within him. 
Timocrates tiad been a disciple of the new school ; but, 
quarrelling with his master, had fled to the followers of 
Zeno ; and to make the greater merit of his apostacy, 
and better to gain the hearts of his new friends, poured 
forth daily execrations on his former teacher, painting 
him and his disciples in the blackest colours of deformi- 
ty ; revealuig, with a countenance distorted as with hor- 
ror, and a .voice hurried and svxip^it^^fti ^a %sKCL^3c>s^ 
agomee of dread&l recoUectioBs^tubft ^wcieXacS.'^^jRifc'cssSvr 
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night orgies, where, in the midst of his pupils, the phi- 
losopher of Gargettium officiated as master of the cursed 
ceremonies of riot and impiety. 

Full of these nocturnal horrors, the yoimg Theon 
traversed with hasty steps the streets of Athens, and, 
issuing from the city, without perceiving that he did so, 
took the road to the Piraeus. The noise of the harbour 
roused him to recollection, and, feeling it out of tune 
with his thoughts, he turned up the more peaceful banks 
of Cephisus, and, seating himself on the stump of a wither- 
ed olive, his feet almost washed by the water, he fell back 
again into his reverie. How long he had sat he knew 
not, when the sound of gently approaching footsteps once 
more recalled him. He turned his head, and, S.fter a 
start and gaze of astonishment, bent with veneration to 
the figure before him. It was of the middle size, and 
robed in white, pure as the vestments of the Pythia. 
The shape, the attitude, the foldings of the garment, 
were such as the chisel of Phidias would have given to 
the God of Elocution. The head accorded with the rest 
of the figure ; it sat upon the shoulders with a grace that 
a painter would have paused to contemplate — elevated, 
yet somewhat inclining forward, as if habituated gently 
to seek and benevolently to )deld attention. The face a 
poet would have gazed upon, and thought he beheld in 
it one of the images of his fancy embodied. The fea- 
tures were not cast for the statuary ; they were noble, 
but not regular. Wisdom beamed mildly from the eye, 
and candour was on the broad forehead : the mouth re- 
posed in a soft, almost imperceptible smile, that did not 
curl thfe lips or disturb the cheeks, and was seen only in 
/be serene and holy benignity that shone over the whole 
physiognomy: it was a gleam of sunshine sleeping on a 
Jucid lake. The Grst lines of age weieUaR^dioxiXSafe 
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brow and round the chin, but so gently as to mellow 
lather than deepen expression : the hair indeed seemed 
prematurely touched by time, for it was of a pure silver, 
thrown back from the forehead, and fringing the throat 
behind with short curls. He received b^iignly the 
salutation of the youth, and gently with his hand re- 
turning it — " Let me not break your meditations ; I 
would rather share than disturb them." If the stranger's 
appearance had enchanted Theon, his voice did now 
more so ; never had a sound so sweet, so musical, struck 
upon his ear. 

" Surely I behold and hear a divinity," he cried, step- 
ping backwards, and half stooping his knee with vene- 
ration. 

" From the groves of the academy, I see," said the 
sage, advancing, and laying his hand on the youth's 
shoulder. * 

Theon looked up with a modest blush, and, encoura- 
ged by the sweet aspect of the sage, replied, " No ; from 
the portico." 

" Ah ! I had not thought Zeno could send forth such 
a dreamer. You are in a good school," he continued, 
observing the youth confused by his remark, " a school 
of real virtue ; and, if I read fiw)6s well, as I think I do, 
I see a pupil that vrill not disgrace its doctrines." 

Theon's spirit returned ; the stranger had that look, 
and voice, and manner, which instantly give security to 
the timid, and draw love from the feeling heart. " If 
you 6a man, you exert more than human influence over 
the so4s of yoiu: fellows. I have seen you but one mo- 
ment, and that moment has laid me at yoiu: feet." 

« Not quite so low, I hope," returned the sage, with a 
smile; ''Ihad always rather be tSafe«>m^S»x^^^ 
ina£fter.^ 
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" Either, both," said the eager youth, and, seizing the 
half-extended hand of the sage, pressed it respectfully to 
his lips. 

" You are an enthusiast, I see. Beware, my young 
friend ! such as you must be the best or the worst of 
men." 

" Then, had I you for a guide, I should be the best." 

" What ! do you, a stoic, ask a guide ?" 

" I, a stoic ! Oh, would I ^ffere ! I yet stand but on 
the threshold of the temple." 

" But, standing there, you have at least looked within 
and seen the glories, and will not that encourage you to 
advance ? Who that hath seen virtue doth not love her, 
and pant after her possession ?" 

" True, true ; I have seen virtue in her noblest form — 
alas ! so noble, that my eyes have been dazzled by the 
contemplation. I have looked upon Zeno with admira- 
tion and despair." 

" Learn rather to look with love. "He who but admires 
virtue, jdelds her but half her due. She asks to be ap- 
proached, to be embraced — not with fear, but with confi- 
dence — ^not with aw#/ ^it with rapture." * 

" Yet who can gaze* on Zeno, ajid ever hope to rival 
him?" 

"You, my young friend: Why should you not ? 
You have innocence ; you have sensibility ; you have 
enthusiasm; you have ambition. With what better 
promise could Zeno begin his career. Courage ! cou- 
rage ! my son !" stopping, for they had insensibly walk- 
ed towards the city during the dialogue, and layjlig his 
hand on Theon's head, " we, want but the will to be as 
great as Zeno." 

Tbeon bad drawn his breath for a sigh, but this ac- 
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tkm and the look that accompanied it, changed the sigh 
to a smile. " You would make me vain." 

" No ; but I would make you confideUt Without 
confidence Homer had never written his Hiad No, nor 
would Zeno now be worshipped in his portico." 

'' Do you then think confidence would make all men 
Homers and Zenos !" 

" Not all ; but a good many. I beUeve thousands to 
have the seeds of excelleifce in them, who never discover 
the possession. But we were not speaking of poetry 
and philosophy, only of virtue — all men certainly can- 
not be poets or philosophers, but all men may be virtuous." 

" I believe," returned the youth, with a modest blush, 
" if Innight walk with you each day on the borders of 
Cephisus, I should sometimesBlay truant at the portico." 

" Ye gods forbid," exclaimedthe sage, playfully, " that 
I should steal a proselyte ! From Zeno, too ? It might 
cost me dear. — What are you thinking of?" he resumed, 
after a pause. 

" I was thinking," replied Theon, " what a loss for 
man that you are not teacher in the gardens in place of 
the son of Neocles." 

" Do you know the son of Neocles ?" asked the sage. 

" The gods forbid that I should know him more than 
by report ! No, venerable stranger ; wrong me not so 
much as to think I have entered the gardens of Epicu- 
rus. It is not long that I have been in Athens, but I 
hope, if I should henceforth Uve my Ufe here, I shall 
never be seduced by the advocate of vice." 

" Ftom my soul I hope the same. But you say you 
have not long been in Athens. You are come here to 
study philosophy." 

" Yes ; my father was a scholac oi "XftXiQ^t^Vft.^ \ Vwl 
when he sent me fi-om Corinih, iQie'feai^ft \XNfc ^j^XrxA^^ 
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to probability, and he will hardly impose. By dealing 
in the marvellous, he tickles the imagination, and carries 
away the judgment ; and, judgment once gone, what 
shall save even a wise man from folly?" 

" I should truly rejoice to find the Gargettian's doc- 
trines less monstrous than I have hitherto thought them. 
I say less monstrous, for you would not wish me to 
think them good." 

" I would wish you to think nothing good, or bad 
either, upon my decision. The first and die last thing 
I would say to man is, think for yourself. It is a bad 
sentence of the Pythagoreans, ' The master said so.' 
If the young disciple you mentioned should ever succeed 
in yom* conversion, believe in the metempsychosis for 
some other reason than that Pythagoras ' taught it.' " 

" But, if I may ask, do you tliink well of Epicunis ?" 

" I meant not to make an apology for Epicurus, only 
to give a caution against Timocrates — ^but see, we are in 
the city ; and, fortunately so, for it is pretty nigh dark. 
I have a party of young friends awaiting me, and, but 
that you may be apprehensive of nocturnal orgies, I 
would ask you to join us." 

" I shall not fear them, where I have such a conduct- 
or,-' replied the youth, laughing. n 

" I do not think it quite so impossible, however, as 
you seem to do," said the sage, laughing, in his turn, 
with much humom-, and entering a house as he spoke ; 
then throwing open with one arm a door, and with the 
other gently drawing the youth along with him, " I am 
Epicm'us." 
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The astonished, the affrighted Theon, started from 
the arm of the sage, and, staggering backwards, was 
saved, probably from &lling, by a statue that stood 
against the wall on one side of the door ; he leaned 
against it, pale and almost fainting. He knew not what 
to do, scarcely what to feel, and was totally blind to all 
the objects around him. His conductor, who had pos-^ 
sibly expected his confusion, did not turn to observe it, 
but advanced in such a manner as to cover him from 
the view of the company, and, still to give time for recol- 
lection, stood receiving and returning salutations. 

" Well met, my sons ! and I suppose you say well 
met, also. Are you starving, or am I to be starved ? 
Have you eat up the supper, or only sat longing for it, 
cursing my delay ?" 

" The latter, only the latter," cried a Uvely youth, 
hurrying to meet his master. Another and another ad- 
vanced, and in a moment he was locked in a close circle. 

" Mercy ! mercy !" cried the philosopher, " drive me 
a step further, and you will overturn a couple of statues." 
Then, looking over his shoulder, " I have brought you, 
tf he has not nm away, a very pleasant young Corin- 
thian, for whom, until lie giwoa kia .owix tangue, I shall 
demand reception." He held out his hand with a look 
^^ hemtchhig encouragement, aivii \Jafc ^^\. i^^ixs^.^ 
^ieoa advanced. The mist had no^ ^gajsi^^ ^<3a3L\s& 
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eyes, and the singing from his ears, and both room and 
company stood revealed before him. Perhaps, had it 
not. been for this motion, and still more this look of the 
sage, he had just now made a retreat instead of an ad- 
vance. " In the hall of Epicurus — ^in that hall where 
Timocrates had beheld" — oh, horrid imagination ! 
" And he a disciple of Zeno, the friend of Cleanthes — 
the son of a follower of Plato— had he crossed the 
threshold of vice, the threshold of the impious Garget- 
dan !" Yes ; he had certainly fled, but for that extend- 
ed hand, and ths^t bewitching smile. These however 
conquered. He advanced, and, with an effort at com- 
posure, met the offered hand. The circle made way, 
and Epicurus presented ' a friend.' " His name you 
must learn from himself, I am only acquainted with his 
heart, and that, on a knowledge of two hours, I pronounce 
myself in love with." 

" Then: he shall be ray brother," cried the Uvely 
youth who had before spoken, and he ran to the embrace 
of Theon. 

" When shall we use our own eyes, ears, and under- 
standings ?" said the sage, gently stroking his scholar's 
head. " See ! our new friend knows not how to meet 
your premature affection." 

" He waits," returned the youth, archly, " to receive 
the same commendation of me that I have of him. Let 
the master say he is in love with my heart, and he too 
will open his arms to a brother." 

" I hope he is not such a fool," gaily replied th© sage. 

Then, with an accent more serious, but still sweeter, " I 

hope he will judgrft all tUn^o, aud all people, with his 

own understanding, and not with that of Epicurus, or 

j^et of a wiser man. When may I hoipe this of So- 
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ftQuT smiling and shaking his head; '^can Sofron 
teU me ?" 

" No, indeed he cannot," rejoined the scholar, smiling 
and shaking his head also, as in mimicry of his master. 

" Go, go, you rogue ! and show us to our supper : I 
more than half suspect you have devoured it." He 
turned, and familiarly taking Theon by the shoulder, 
walked up the room, or rather gaQery, and entered a 
spacious rotunda. 

A lamp, suspended from the centre of the ceiling, 
lighted a table spread beneath it, with a simple but ele- 
gant repast. Round the walls, in niches at equal dis- 
tances, stood twelve statues, the work of the best masters ; 
on either hand of these burnt a lamp on a small tripod. 
Beside one of the lamps, a female figure was reclining 
on a couch, reading with earnest study from a book that 
lay upon her knee. Her head was so much bowed for- 
ward as to conceal her face, besides that it was shadow- 
ed by her hand, which, the elbow supported on an arm 
of the couch, was spread above her biows as a reUef 
from the glare of the light. At her feet was seated a 
young girl, by whose side lay a small cithara, silent, and 
forgotten by its mistress. Crete might have lent those 
eyes their spaikling jet, but all the soul of tenderness 
that breathed from them was pure loniem. The full 
and ruddy lips, half parted, showed two rows of pearls, 
which Thetis might have envied. Still a vulgar eye 
would not have rested on the countenance : the features 
wanted the Doric harmony, and the complexion was 
tinged as by an Afric sun. Theon, however, saw not 
this, as his eyes fell on those of the girl, uplifted, to the 
countenance of her studious companion. Never was a 
book read more earnestly than was that face by the fond 
and gentle eyes whidi seemed to ^oi^^ ^a^^ ^jos^* 

2* 
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The sound of approaching feet caught the car of the 
maiden. She rose, blushed, half returned the salute of 
the master, and timidly drew back some paces. The 
student was still intent upon the scroll over which she 
hung, when the sage advanced towards her, and laying 
a finger on her shoulder, " What read you, my daugh- 
ter ?" She dropt her hand, and looked up in his fece. 
What a countenance was then revealed ! It was not 
the beauty of blooming, blushing youth, courting love 
and desire. It was the self-possessed dignity of ripened 
womanhood, and the noble majesty of mind, that asked 
respect and promised delight and instruction. The 
features were not those of Venus, but Minerva. The 
eyes looked deep and steady from beneath two even 
brows, that sense, not years, had slightly knit in centre 
of the forehead, which else was uniformly smooth and 
polished as marble. The nose was rather Roman than 
Grecian, yet perfectly regular, and, though not mascu- 
line, would have been severe in expression, but iac a 
mouth where all that was lovely and graceful habited. 
The chin was elegantly rounded, and turned in the 
Greek manner. The colour of the cheeks was of the 
softest and palest rose, so pale, indeed, as scarcely to be 
discernible until deepened by emotion. It was so at this 
moment : startled by the address of the sage, a bright 
flush passed over her face. She rolled up the book, 
dropt it on the couch, and rose. Her stature was much 
above the female standard, but every Umb and every 
motion was symmetry and harmony, ** A treatise of 
Theophiastus ; — eloquent, ingenious, and chimerical. I 
have a fancy to answer it." Her voice was full and 
deep, Uke the tones of a harp, when its chords are struck 
>^ tJbe hand of a master. 
^^No one could do it better," replied Oae 8a.^fe, ^^^\A. 
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I should have guessed the aged Peripatetic already si- 
lenced by the most acute, elegant, and subtle pen of 
Athens.'' She bowed to the compliment. 

"Is that then the famous Leontium?" muttered Theon. 
"Timocrates must be a liar." 

" I know not," resumed Leontium, " that I should this 
evening have so frequently thought Theophrastus wrong, 
if he had not made me so continually feel that he thought 
hig[isdf right. Must I seek the cause of this in the wri- 
ter's or the reader's vanity ?" 

" Perhaps," said the master, smiling, " you will find 
that it lies in both." 

" I believe you have it," returned Leontium. " Theo- 
phrastus, in betraying his self-love, hurt mine. He who 
is about to prove that his own way of thinking is right, 
must bear in mind, that he is about also to prove, that 
all other ways of thinking are wrong. And if this should 
make him slow to enter on the undertaking, it should 
make him yet more careful, when he does enter on it, 
to do it with becoming modesty. We are surely impe- 
riously called upon to make a sacrifice of our own vani- 
ty, before we call upon others to make a sacrifice of 
theirs. But I would not particularize Theophrastus for 
sometimes forgetting this, as I have never known but 
one who always remembers it. Gentleness and modesty 
are qualities at once the most indispensable to a teacher, 
Mid the most rarely possessed by him. It was these that 
won the ears of the Athenian youth to Socrates, and it 
is these," incUning to the master, " that will secure them 
to Epicurus." 

" Could I accept your praise, my daughter, I should 
J^ve no doubt of the truth of your prophecy. For, in- 
deed, the mode of delivering a tnil\x imkea^fet S5Rfc \s^R^ 
P^ as much impression oa the "camA. oi \5afe\is\.^^^%'^ 
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the truth itself. It is as hard to receive the words of 
wisdom from the ungentle, as it is to love, or even to 
recognise virtue in die austere." He drew near the 
table as he spoke. Often during supper were the eyes 
of Theon riveted on the face of this female disciple. 
Such grace ! such majesty ! More than all, such intel- 
lect ! And this — ^this was the Leontium Timocrates 
had called a prostitute without shame or measure ! And 
this was the Epicurus he had blasted with names too 
vile and horrible to repeat even in thought ! And these 
— continuing his inward soliloquy as he looked round 
the board — these were the devoted victims of the vice of 
an impious master. 

" You arrived most seasonably this evening," cried 
Sofron, addres^g the philosopher ; " most seasonably 
for the lungs of two of your scholars." 

" And for the ears of a third," interrupted Leontium. 
" I was fairly driven into exile." 

" What was the subject ?" asked Kpicurus. 

" Whether the vicious were more justly objects of in- 
dignation or of contempt : Metrodorus argued for the ^rst, 
and I for the latter. Let the master decide.^" 

'^ He will give bis opinion certainly ; but that is not 
decision." 

" Well : and your opinion is that of .'* 

« Neither." 

'' Neither ! I had no idea the question had more than 
two sides." 

" It has yet a third ; and I hardly ever heard a ques- 
tion that had not Had I regarded the vicious with in- 
dignation, I had never gained one to virtue. Had I 
viewed them with contempt, I had never sought to gain 

''How is it^^' said Leontium, " tTa.al tiaa ac^w^^ «x^^i^ 
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fitde ^miliar with the temper of their master? Wh^i 
did Epicurus look on the Ticious with other than comr 
pasfflon?" 

" True," said Metrodorus. " I know not how I for- 
got this, when perhaps it is the only point which I have, 
more than once, presumed to argue with him; andupon 
which I have persisted in retaining a jdifferent opinion." 

" Talk not of presumption, my son. Who has not a 
right to think for himself? Or, who is he whose voice 
is in&lUble, and worthy to silence those of his fellow- 
men? And remember, that your remaining uncon- 
vinced by my arguments on one occasion, can only tend 
to make your conviction more flattering to me upon 
others. Yet, on the point in question, were I anxious to 
bring you over to my opinion, I know one, whose ar- 
gument, better and more forcible than mine, will ere long 
most effectually do so." 

" Who mean you ?" 

" No other than old hoary Time," said the master^ 
" who, as he leads us gently onwards in the path of 
life, demonstrates to us many truths that we never heard 
in the schools, and some that, hearing there, we found 
hard to receive. Our knowledge of hmnan life must be 
acquired by our passage through it ; the lessons of the 
sage are not sufficient to impart it. Our knowledge of 
men must be acquired by our own study of them ; the 
report of others will never convince us. When you, my 
son, have seen more of life, and studied more men, you 
will find, or, at least, I think you will find, that the 
judgment is not false which makes us lenient to the fidl- 
ings — ^yea ! even to the crimes of our fellows. In youth, 
we act on the impulse of feeling, and we feel without 
pausing to judge. An action, vicio\x% in. ifeadf ^ or that ia 
80 merely in our estimation, fiJlaxia wik\vQcwi\^«s^^^ 
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turn from its agent without waiting to listen to the plea 
which his ignorance could make to our mercy. In our 
ripened years, supposing our judgment to have ripened L 
also, when all the insidious temptations that misguided 
him, and all the disadvantages that he has laboured un- 
der, perhaps from his birth, are a{qparent to us — ^it is|^ 
then, and not till then, that oiu: indignation at the crime 
is lost in our pity of the man." 

'^ I am the last," said Metrodorus, a crimson blush 
spreading over his fece, " who should object to my mas- 
ter his clemency towards the offending. But there are 
vices, different from those he saved me from, which, if 
not more unworthy, are perhaps more unpardonable, be- 
cause committed with less temptation ; and more revolt- 
ing, as springing less from thoughtless ignorance than 
calculating depravity." 

"Are we not prone," said the sage, " to extenuate our 
foibles, even while condemning them ? And does it not 
flatter our self-love, to weigh our own vices against those 
of more erring neighbours ?" 

The scholar leaned forwards, and stooping his &ce 
towards the hand of his master, where it rested on the 
table, laid the deepening crimsons of his cheek upon it 
'* I mean not to exculpate the early vices of Metrodorus. 
I love to consider them in all their enormity ; for the 
more heinous the vices of his youth, the greater is the 
debt of gratitude his manhood has to repay to thee. But 
tell me," he added, and Ufted his eyes to the benignant 
face of the sage, " tell me, oh, my friend and guide ! was 
the sotd of Metrodorus found base or deceitfril ; or has 
his heart proved false to gratitude and affection ?" 

" No, my son, no," said Epicurus, his face beaming 
xvdth goodness, and a tear glistening in hia eye. " No ! 
f7ce never choked the warm feelings oi \)ay Yieaxv^ XLOt 



A FEW DATS IN ATHENS. 23 

cbuded the &ir ingenuousness of thy soul. But, my 
son, a few years later — a few years later, and who shall 
say what might have been ! Trust me, none can drink 
of the cup of vice with impunity. But you will say, 
that there are qualities of so mean or so horrible a nature, 
as to place the man that is governed by them out of the 
pale of commimion with the virtuous. Malice, cruelty, 
deceit, ingratitude — crimes such as these, should, you 
think, draw down upon those convicted of them, no 
feelings more mild than abhorrence, execration, and 
scom. And yet, perhaps, these were not always natu- 
ral to the heart they now sway. Fatal impressions, vi- 
cious example, operating on the plastic frame of chil- 
hood, may have perverted all the fair gifts of nature, 
may have distorted the tender plant from the seedling, 
and crushed all the blossoms of virtue in the germ. 
Say, shall we not compassionate the moral disease of 
our brother, and try our skill to restore him to health ? 
But is the evil beyond cure ? Is the mind strained into 
changeless deformity, and the heart corrupted in the 
core? Greater, then, much greater, will be our com- 
passion. For is not his vsretchedness complete, when 
his errors are without hope of correction ? Oh, my sons ! 
the wicked may work mischief to others, but they never 
can inflict a pang such as they endure themselves. I 
am satisfied, that of all the miseries that tear the heart of 
man, none may compare with those it feels beneath the 
sway of baleful passions." 

" Oh," cried Theon, turning with a timid blush to 
wards Epicurus, " I have long owned the power of vir 
tue, but surely till this night I never felt its persuasion.'* 

"I see you werq not born for a stoic," said the master, 
smiling. '' Why^ my son, whal m^<& ^om Ss^Sl \sl^ss^^ 
witb Zeno ?'' 
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<' His virtues," said the youth, proudly. 

" His fine &ce and fine talking," returned the philo- 
sopher, with a tone of playful irony. " Nay ! don't be 
emended ;" and he stretched his hand to Theon's shoul- 
der, who reclined on the sofa next him. ^'I admire, 
your master very much, and go to hear him very often." 

« Indeed !" 

" Indeed ? Yes, indeed. Is it so wonderful ?" 

" You were not there" — Theon stopt and looked down 
in confusion. 

^* To-day, you mean ? Yes, I was ; and heard a de- 
soiption of myself that might match in pleasantry with 
that in ' T%e Clouds'* of old Socrates. Pray don't you 
find it very like ?" He leaned over the side of the coucb^ 
and looked in Theon's &ce. 

" I — ^I" — The youth stammered and looked down. 

^' Think it is," said the sage, as if concluding the sen* 
tence for him. 

" No, think it is not ; swear it is not," burst forth the 
eager youth, and looked as he would have thrown him- 
self at the philosopher's feet " Oh ! why did you not 
stand forth and silence the liar ?" 

" Truly, my son, the liar was too pleasant to be angry 
with, and too absurd to be answered." 

" And yet he was believed?" 

" Of course." 

" But why then not answer him ?" 

" And so I do. I answer him in my life. The only 
way in which a philosopher should ever answer a fool, 
or, as in this case, a knave." 

'^ I am really bewildered," cried Theon, gazing in 

' f 

* AMading to the comedy of Axi8tQ0iaiie8| 'm N«\aidv^Qen&«a ^vrea 
iadecently zidiculed. 
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the philosopher's, and then in. Leontium's countenance, 
and then throwing a glance round the circle. " I am 
really bewildered with astonishment and shame," he 
continued, casting down his eyes, " that I should have 
listened to that liar Timocrates ! What a fool you must 
think me !" 

" No more of a fool than Zeno," said the sage, laugh- 
ing. " What a philosopher listened to, I cannot much 
blame a scholar for beUeving." 
. " Oh, that Zeno knew you !" 

" And then he would certainly hate me." 

« You joke." 

" Cluite serious. Don't you know that who quarrels 
with your doctrine, must always quarrel with your prac- 
tice ? Nothing is so provoking as that a man should 
preach viciously and act virtuously." 

" But you do not preach viciously." 

" I hope not. But those will call it so, aye ! and in 
honest heart think it so, who preach a different, it need 
not be a better , doctrine." 

" But Zeno mistakes your doctrine." 

" I have no doubt he expounds it wrong." 

^^He mistakes it altogether. He believes that you 
own no other law — ^no other principle of action — ^than 
pleasure." 

" He believes right." 

" Right ? Impossible ! That you teach men to 
laugh at virtue, and to' riot in luxury and vice." 

" There he believes wrong." 

Theon looked as he felt, curious and uncertain. Ha 
gaxed first on the philosopher, and, when he did not 
pioceedi timidly round the drde. Every face had a 
emile en iL 
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« The orgies are concluded," said E^picums, ri 
and turning with affected gravity to the young C 
Ihian. ^^ You have seen the horrors of die nigh 
they have left any curiosity for the mysteries of the 
seek our garden to-morrow at sun-rise, and you 
he initiated.'' 
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The steeds of the sun had not mounted the horizon 
when Theon took the road to the gardens. He found 
the gate open. The path he entered on was broad and 
even, and shaded on either side by rows of cork, Ume, 
oak, and other the finest trees of the forest : pursuing 
this for some way, he suddenly opened on a fair and 
varied lawn, [through which the lUissus, now of the 
whitest silver in the pale twilight, stole with a gentle 
and noiseless course. Crossing the lawn, he struck into 
a close thicket : the orange, the laurel, and the myrtle, 
hung over his head, whose flowers, slowly opening to 
the breeze and light of morning, dropt dews and per- 
fumes. A luxurious indolence crept over his soul ; he 
breathed the airs, and felt the bliss of Elysium. With 
slow and measured steps he threaded the maze, till he 
entered suddenly on a small open plot of verdure in &jce 
of a beautiful temple. The place was three pcuts encir- 
cled with a wood of flowering shrubs, the rest was girded 
by the winding Illissus, over which the eye wandered to 
glades and softly swelling hills, whose bosoms now 
glowed beneath the dyes of Aurora. The building was 
small and circular ; Doric, and of the marble of Pares : 
an qpen portico, supported by twenty piUars, ran round 
the edifice : the roof rose in a dome. The roseate tints 
of the east fell an the poMiod co\aiMaa^ ^Sga^OSco^ 
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of love on the cheek of Diana, when she stood before her 
End3rmion. 

Theon stopt: the scene was heavenly. Long had 
he gazed in silent and calm delight, when his eye was 
attracted by the waving of a garment on one side of the 
temple. He advanced, and beheld a figure leaning 
against one of the pillars. The smi at that moment 
shot his first beam above the hills : it fell full upon the 
feice of the son of Neocles : it was raised, and the eyes 
were fixed as in deep meditation. The features reposed 
in the calm of wisdom : the arms were folded, and the 
drapery fell in masses to the feet. Theon flew towards 
him, then suddenly stopt, fearing to break upon his 
thoughts. At the sound, the sage turned his head— 
" Welcome, my son," he said, advancing to meet him, 
" welcome to the garden of pleasure ; may you find it 
the abode of peace, of wisdom, and of virtue." 

Theon bowed his head upon the hand of the master. 
" Teach me, guide me, make me what you will — my 
soul is in your hand." 

"It is yet tender, yet pure," said the Gargettian; 
" years shall strengthen it. Oh ! let them not sully it ! 
See to that Ixmiinary ! lovely and glorious in the dawn, 
he gathers strength and beauty to his meridian, and 
passes in peace and grandeur to his rest. So do thou, 
my son. Open your ears and your eyes; know, and 
choose what is good ; enter the path of virtue, and thou 
shalt follow it, for thou shaltfind it sweet. Thorns are 
not in it, nor is it difficult or steep: like the garden you 
have now entered, all there is pleasure and repose." 

" Ah !" cried Theon, " how difierent is virtue in your 
mouth and in Zeno's." 

"The doctrine of Zeno," replied the sage, "is sublime: 
many greai. men shall come from Yus ac\voo\\ ^.u ^xcl^^* 
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wodd, from mme. Zeno hath his eye on man — ^I, 
mine on men : none but philosophers can be stoics ; 
Epciireans all may be.'' 

"Bat,'' asked Theon, "is there more than one virtue?" 

" No, but men clothe her differently ; some in clouds 
and thunders ; some in smiles and pleasures. Doctors, 
my son, quarrel more about words than things, and more 
about the means than the end.^ In the Portico, in the 
Lyceum, in the Academy, in the School of P)rthagora8, 
in the Tub of Diogenes, the teacher points you to virtue ; 
in the Garden he points you to happiness. Now open 
yoiff eyes, my son, and examine the two Deities. Say, 
are they not the same ? virtue, is it not happiness? and 
is not happiness, virtue ?" 

" Is this, then, the secret of your doctrine ?" 

" No other." 

" But — ^but — where then is the dispute ? Truly, as 
you have said, in words, not things." 

" Yes, in a great measure, yet not altogether : we are 
all the wooers of virtue, but we are wooers of a different 
Aaracter." 

" And may she not then favour one more than an- 
other?" 

" That is a question," repUed the Gargettian, playful- 
ly, " that each will answer in his own favour. If you 
aak me," he continued, with one of his sweetest tones 
and smiles, " I shall say, that I feel myself virtuous, be- 
cause my soul is at rest." 

" If this be your criterion, you should with the stoics 
isay that pain is an evil." 

" By no means : so much the contrary, I hM it the 
greatest of all evils, and the whole aim af my life, and of 
Day jAfloeophy, is to escape from il. To 4ftvx«3 x^^^^sssjl 
i^mevil, is such another quibble a^ tJafc^E^^ax^^ ^^^^^^ 

3* 
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of motion : that must exist to man which exists to his 
senses ; euotd as to existence or non-existence abi^acted 
from them, Uiough it may afford an idle argument for 
an idle hour, it can never enter as a truth, from which 
to draw conclusions, in the practical lessons of a master. 
To deny that pain is an evil, seems more absurd than 
to deny its existence, which has also been done, for its 
existence is only apparent from its effect upon our 
senses ; how then shall we admit the existence, and 
deny the effect, which alone forces that admittance? 
But we will leave these matters to the dialecticians of 
the Portico. I feel myself virtuous because ihy soul is 
at rest. With evil passions I should be disturbed and 
imeasy ; with uncontrolled appetites I should be disor- 
dered in body as well as mind — ^for this reason, and fcM: 
this reason only, I avoid both." 

" Only !" 

" Only : virtue is pleasure; were it not so, I should 
not follow it." 

Theon was about to break forth in indignant astonish- 
ment : the sage softly laid a hand upon his aim, and, 
with a smile and bend of the head demanding attention, 
proceeded: " The masters who would have us to follow 
virtue for her own sake, independent of any pleasure or 
advantage that we may find in the pursuit, are sublime 
visionaries, who build a theory without examining the 
ground on which they build it, who advance doctrines 
without examining principles. Why do I gaze on the 
Cupid of Praxiteles ? because it is beautiful ; because it 
gives me pleasurable sensations. If it gave -me no 
pleasuraUe sensations, should I find it beautiful ? should 
I gaze upon it ? or would you call me wise if then I 
sure a drachma for its possession 1 Whal otivex m^^osua 
Aave we of judging of things than by \h.e eSecxiOafc^ 
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piodtloe upon oAsenses? Our senses then being the 
faS^ of all things, the aim of all men is to gratify th^ 
senses ; in other words, their aim is pleasure or hapfn- 
ness : and if virtue were not found to conduce to this, 
men would do well to shun her, as they now do wdl to 
Aun vice." 

'^ You own then no pleasure but virtue, and no misery 
but^Tice ?" • 

" Not at all : I think virtue only the highest pleasure, 
and vice, or ungovemed passions and appetites, the 
worst misery. Other pleasures are requisite to form a 
state of perfect ease, which is happiness ; and other 
miseries are capable of troubling, perhaps destroying, the 
peace of the most virtuous and the wisest man." 

" I begin to see more reason in your doctrine," said 
the youth, looking up with a timid blush in the face of 
the philosopher. 

" And less monstrous depravity," replied the Garget- 
tian, laughing. " My young friend," he continued, 
more seriously, "leam henceforth to form your judgments 
«pon knowledge, not report. Credulity is always a ri- 
diculous, often a dangerous failing: it has made of 
many a clever man, a fool ; and of many a good man, a 
knave. But have you nothing to urge against me? 
You say you see more reason in my doctrine, which im- 
pKes, that you think me less wrong, but not right." 

" I am a young disputant," answered Theon, " and 
very unfit to engage with such a master." 

" That does not follow ; a bad logician may have a 
good understanding ; and a young mind may be an 
acute one. If my argument have truth in it, less than a 
philosopher will see it ; and if it have not, less than a lo- 
gician may refate it." 
''/ tbink I could urge some o\>jec\;\otts5'' x^^^^^'^^^rs^n 
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<^ but they are so confused and indistinct, I almost fear 
to bring them forth." 

'< I dare say I could forestal the most of them," said 
the master. " But I had rather leave your mind to its 
own exercise. Think over the matter at leisure, and 
you shall start your questions some evening or morning 
among my scholars. Knowledge is better imparted in 
a dialogue than a lecture ; and a dialogue is not the 
worse for having more than two interlocutors. So ! our 
walk has well ended with our subject Let us see what 
friends are here. There are surely voices." 

Their route had been circular, and had brought them 
again in front of the temple. " This is a favourite lodge- 
ment of mine," said the sage, ascending the noble flight 
of steps and entmng the open door. The apartm^it, 
spacious, vaulted, and circular, occupied the whole of 
the building. The walls were adorned with fine copies 
of the best pieces of Zeuxis and Parrhasius, and some 
beautiful originals of Apelles. A statue, the only one in 
the apartment, was raised on a pedestal in the centre. 
It was a Tonus Urania, by the band of Lysippus, well 
chosen as the presiding deity in the gardens of virtuous 
pleasure. The ceiling, rising into a noble dome, repre- 
sented the heavens — a ground of deep blue ; the stars, 
sun, and planets, in raised gold. But two living figures 
soon fixed the attention of Theon. In one he recognised 
Metrodorus, though he had not the evening before much 
observed his countenance. He stood at a painter's easeL 
His figure was more graceful than dignified, his face 
more expressive than handsome. The eyes, dark, 
piercing, and brilliant, were bent in a painter's earnest 
gaze on his living study. The forehead >vas short, 
raised much at the temples, and singularly over the 
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blows. The hair of a dark glossy brown, short and 
curled. The cheeks at the moment deeply flushed with 
the eagerness, and, p^haps, the impatience of an artist. 
The mouth curled voluptuously, yet not without a mix- 
ture of satire ; the chin curv^ upwards, slightly Gre- 
cian, assisted this expression, His study was Leontium. 
She stood, rather than leaned, against a pilaster of the 
wall ; one arm supported on a slab of marble, an un- 
rdled book half l3ring on the same, and half in her open- 
e4 hand. The other arm, partly hid in the drapery, 
dropped loosely by her side. Her fine face turned a lit- 
tle over the left shoulder, to meet the eye of the painter. 
Not a muscle played ; the Ups seemed not to breathe : so 
calm, so pale, so motionless — she looked a statue ; so no- 
ble, so severely beautiful — she looked the Minerva of 
Phidias. , 

" I cannot do it !" cried Metrodorus, flinging down his 
pencil. "I had need be Apdles, to take that face." 
He pushed back his easel in disgust. 

" What !" said Leontium, her fine features relaxing 
into a heavenly smile, ^^ and is all my patience to go for 
nothing ?" 

'<I am a blundering, blind Boeotian! a savage Spar- 
tan !" continued the disappointed artist. " There !" and 
seizing a brush, was about to demolish his work. 

" For your life !" cried Leontium ; and starting for- 
ward, pulled aside his hand. " Oh, the mad ill-temper 
of a genius ! Why, fiiend, if my face were half so fine 
as that, Juno would be jealous of it." 

" And who knows that she is not? A daub ! a vile 
daub !" still muttered the impatient schdar, yet his face 
gradually relaxing its anger, as in spite of itself till it 
turned to meet Leontium's with a smile. 
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<' And there stand the master and the young C!orii^ 
thian laughing at you," said Leontium. 

They approached. '^ Are you a judge?'' asked Me- 
trodorus of Theon. 

" I am afraid not, though the confession will noar my 
compliments." 

^' But I am," said the Gargettian, humorously : " and 
though I have all the inclination in the world, yet I 
cannot quarrel with the performance. Well outlined 
and finely coloured. The attitude and air hit exactly. 
The features too. Perhaps — the only possible per- 
haps my ill-nature can stumble on — ^perhaps the ex- 
pression is too blooming, and less mental than that of 
the original." 

" Why there — there it is !" cried the sch(dar, his face 
resuming all its vexation. '^ The look of an idiot instead 
of a genius." 

" Not quite that either : only of a Hebe instead of a 
June. More like our Hedeia." 

" Like a monster !" muttered the angry artist. 

" Oh Hercules, oh Hercules !" cried the sage. " What 
it is to rub a sore place ! Better break a man's leg than 
blow a feather on his razed shin. Had I (turning to 
Theon) told him he had drawn a hump-backed ThersiteS 
he would have blessed me, rather than for this pretty 
compliment of a blooming-faced Hebe." 

'^I might as well have done one as the other ; they 
were equally Uke the original." 

'^ I must bow to that compliment," said Leontium^ 
laying her hand on her breast, and inclining with affect- 
ed gravity to the painter. 

He tried in .vain to resist the laugh : then looking to 
the master — '' Wiiat would you have me' turn it to ?" 
^^As you object to a Hebe, to a Tp\fiLoBO^\«it \il ^ 
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means. SQver the head a little, it may be an admirar 
Me EiHcurus." 

^ Nay ! don't make the madman furious," said Leon- 
tiom, placing her hand on Metrodorus's shoulder ; then, 
addressing Theon, '< Pray, young man, if you want to 
be a philosopher, never find an eye for painting, a finger 
&r music, or a brain for poetry. Any one of these will 
keep a man firom wisdom." 

''But not a woman, I suppose," retorted Metrodorus, 
"as you have all three." 

"Ready at compliments this morning: but if you 
wanted a bow for this, you should have given it with 
a more gracious face. But come, my poor fiiend ; we 
will try and put you in good humour — nothing like a 
little flattery for this. Here, my young Corinthian! 
(walking to the other side of the room to a newly fin- 
ished picture that stood against the wall, and beckon- 
ing Theon towards her,) you may without skill per- 
ceive the beauty of this work, and the excellence of the 
likeness." 

It was indeed striking. " Admirable !" cried Theon, 
after a long gaze of admiration, and then turning to 
compare it with the original. 

"A little flattered, and more than a Uttle, I fear," said 
Epicurus with a smile, as he moved towards them. 

" Flattered !" exclaimed Metrodorus j " a Parrhasius 
could not flatter such an original." 

" You see how my scholars spoil me," said the Gar- 
gettian to Theon. 

"But you think," continued Metrodorus, "that I have 
^one it conmion justice." 

"Much more than common: — It is your Master^s 
^. The dignity of his figure, the gt^ic/^ q1 Vci&^oi^s&^s^ 



36 A FEW DATS IN ATHBNSb 

the nobility of his features, the divine benignity af his 
expression. Had we not the original to worship, we . 
might worship your cqpy." 

They were interrupted by the entrance of a 
crowd of disciples, in the midst of whose salutations < 
young Sofron rushed in, breathless with running and 
convulsed with laughter. 
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" Prepare yourselves ! prepare yourselves !" cried 
the panting scholar. " Oh, Pollux, such a couple ! The 
contrast might convulse a Scythian." 

" What is it ? What is the matter ?" cried a dozen 
voices/ 

" I'll explain directly — ^give me breath — and yet I 
must be quick, for they are close on my heels. Grjrphus, 
the cynic — some of you must have seen him. Well, he's 
coming side by side with young Lycaon." 

" Coming here," said the master, smiling. " What 
can have procured me the honour of such a visit?" 

" Oh, your feme of course." 

" I suspect you are making a fool of the old Cynic," 
said Epicurus. 

**Nay, if he be a fool, he is one without my assistance : 
Lycaon and I were standing on the steps of the Pryta- 
neum, disputing about something, I forget what, when 
by came Gryphus, and stopping short at bottom of the 
steps, ' Are you disciples of Epicurus, of Gargettium V 

* We are,' answered I, for Lycaon only stood staring in 
amazement. 'You may show me the way to him then.' 

* With all my heart,' I again replying, Lycaon not yet 
finding his tongue. * We are at present for the gardens, 
and shall hold it an honour to be conductors to so extra- 
ordinary a personageJ I wanted lo ^\v\.\xvTCL\3fcN:«^««^^»H^ 

but Lycaon seemed unambitious oi\^ ^^^'vcL^icfia^^sfflp 

4 
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tinction, for, stepping bax^k, he slipt round to my other 
side. Oh, Jupiter ! I shall never forget the contrast be- 
tween my two companions. The rough, dirty, hairy 
cynic on my right hand, and the fine, smooth, dehcate, 
pretty Aristippian on my left. We brought the whole 
street at our heels. Lycaon would have slunk away, 
but I held him tight by the sleeve. When we were 
fairly in the gardens, I gave them the slip at a cross- 
path, and run on before to give timely notice, as you see. 
But lo ! behold !" 

The two figures now appeared at the door. The con- 
trast was not much less singular than the scholar had 
represented ; and there was a sort of faint prelude to a 
universal laugh, which, however, a tunely look fi'om the 
master instantly quelled. Lycaon, fiom the lightness of 
his figure, and delicacy of his features and complexion, 
might have been mistaken for a female : his skin had 
the whiteness of the lily, and the blushing red of the 
rose; his lips the vermil of coral: his hair soft and 
flowing ; in texture, silk ; in colour, gold : his dress was 
chosen with studied nicety, and disposed with studied 
elegance : the tunic of the whitest and finest linen, fast- 
ened at the shoulder with a beautiful onyx : the sash 
of exquisite embroidery, and the robe of the richest Ty- 
rian, falling in luxuriant folds fioiii the shoulders, and 
over the right arm, which gracefully sustained its length, 
for the greater convenience in walking: the sandals 
purple, with buttons of gold. Gryphus, short, square, 
and muscular ; his tunic of the coaisest and not the 
cleanest woollen, in some places worn thread-bare, and 
with one open rent of considerable magnitude, that 
proved the skin to be as well engrained as its covering : 
his girdle, a rope: his cloak, or laihei i^^ laswi \Jaft a.^ 
pearance of a, sail taken from the wreck, ol axL A3L\xtA<a\ 
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feet bare, and thickly powdered with dtist : of his 
&ce, little more might be distinguished than the nose ; 
the lower part being obscured by a bushy and wide-spread- 
ing beard, and the upper, by a profusion of long, tangled, 
and grisly hair. The wondering disciples opened a pas- 
sage for this singular intruder, who, without looking to 
the right or the left, walked on, and stopt before Epicurus. 

"I suppose you are the master, by the needless trouble 
I see you take, in coming to meet me." 

" When Gryphus has possibly walked a mile to meet 
Epicurus, Epicurus may without much trouble walk a 
step to meet Gryphus." 

" In my walk of a mile," returned the cynic, " there 
was no trouble : I took it for my own pleasure." 

" And my walk of a step I also took for mine." 

" Aye, the pleasure of ceremony !" 

" I may hope then this your visit is from something 
more than ceremony — perhaps a feeling of real friend- 
ship, or as a mark of your good opinion." 

" I hate useless words," returned the cynic, " and am 
not come here either to make any, or hearken to any. I 
have heard you much talked of lately. Our streets and 
our porticoes buzz eternally with your name, till now 
all wise men are weary of it. I come to tell you this, 
and to advise you to shut the gates of your gardens forth- 
with, and to cease the harangues of a master, since you 
only pass for a philosopher among fools, and for a fool 
among philosophers." 

" I thank you for your honest advice and information, 
friend ; but as the object of a master is not to teach the 
wise, but only the unwise, do you not think I may still 
harangue among fools to some little purpose^ though 
Gryphus, and all sages, will of coxxi^fe y3a\\:5 \ks}L^\aR.\ss. 
contempt?'^ 
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'< And SO that fools may be made wise, the wise are to 
be plagued with folly ?" 

" Nay, you would surely cease to think that fbQy 
which. could make a fool wise." 

^^ A fool wise ! And who but a/ool would think that 
possible ?" 

^< I grant it were difficult : but may it not also some- 
times be difficult to discover who is a fool, and who not? 
Among my scholars there, some doubtless may be fools, 
and some possibly may not be fools." 

" No," interrupted the cynic, " or they would not be 
your scholars." 

" Ah 1 I being a fool myself. Well reminded ! I 
had forgot that was one of our premises. But then, I 
being a fool, and all my scholars being fools, I do not see 
how much harm can be done, either by my talking felly, 
or their hearkening to it." 

" No, if wise men were not forced to hearken also, 1 
tell you, that our streets and our porticoes buzz witli 
your name and your nonsense. Keep all the fools of 
Athens in your gardens, and lock the gates, and you 
may preach folly as long and as loud as you please," 

" I have but one objection to this, namely, that my 
gardens would not hold all the fools of Athens. Sup- 
pose, therefore, the wise men, being a smaller body, were 
shut into a garden, and the city and» the rest of Attica 
left for the fools." 

" I told you," cried the cynic, in a voice of anger, 
" that I hated useless words." 

** Nay, friend, why then walk a mile to speak advice 
to me ? No words so useless as those thrown at a fool." 

" Very true, very true ;" and so sajing, the stranger 
turned his back and quitted the temple. 
'^ There/' said the son of Neoclea t;o\nB saa!M^3Sksefc\ 
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pies, ^^ is a good wamii^ to any, or all of us, who would 
be philosophers." 

" Nay, master," cried Sofron, ** do you thmk us in 
danger of following the pleasant example of this ravage ? 
Do you, indeed, expect to see Lycaon th^e^ with beard, 
head, and clothing, after the fashion of Gryphus^?'* 

" Not beard, head, and clothing, perhaps," answered 
the Gargettian ; " pride, vanity, and ambition, may take 
less fearful coverings than these." 

" Pride, vanity, and ambition ? I should rather sus- 
pect Gryphus of the want of all three." 

'^ Nay, my son, beUeve me, all tl|^ three qualities 
wore concerned in the carving of those three frightful 
appendages of our cynic's person. Pride need not al- 
ways lead a man to cut mount Athos in two, like Xerxes ; 
nor ambition, to conquer a world, and weep that there is 
yet not another to conquer, like Alexander ; nor vanity, 
to look in a stream at his own &ce till he fell in love 
with it, like Narcissus. When we oarmot cut an Athos, 
we may leave imcut our beard ; when we cannot mount 
a throne, we may crawl into a tub ; and when we have 
no beauty, we may increase our ugUness. If a man of 
small, or even of moderate talents, be smitten with a 
great desire of distinction, there is nothing* too absurd, 
perhaps nothing too mischievous, for him to commit. 
Our friend, the cynic, happily for himself and his neigh- 
bours, seems disposed to rest with the absurd. Eros- 
tmtus took to the mischievous — ^to eternize his name de- 
stroying that temple, by the building of which Etesiphon 
immortahzed his. Be it our c€u:e to keep equaQy clear 
of the one as the other .'*^ 

" Do you then," asked Theon, ^Hhink a desire of dis- 
tinction a vicioua desire 1" 

4* 
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<^ I think it is ofteai a jdasigeroiis deske, and very often 
an unhappy one." 

" But surely very often a fortimate one," said Leon- 
tium. " Without it, would there ever have been a hero ?" 

" And perhaps," returned the sage, with a smile, ^'the 
World might have been as happy if there had not." 

" Well, without arguing for an Achilles, would there 
have been a Homer ?" 

"I agree with you," relied the master, more seriously. 
" The desire of distinction, though often a dangerous, 
and often an unhappy desire, is likewise often, though 
I believe here soffM^times were a better word, a fortunate 
one. It is dan^^ous in the head of a fool ; imhappy, 
in that of a man, of moderate abilities, or un&vourable 
situation, who ctn conceive a noble aim, but lacks the 
talent or the mesfis necessary for its attainment. It is 
fortunate only ill the head of a genius, the heart of a 
sage, and in a situation convenient for its development 
and gratificaticm. These three things you will allow do 
not often meet in one person." 

"Yet," said Theon, "how many great men has Athens 
produced." 

" But it is not a consequent that they were haj^y." 

"Happy or not haj^y, who would refiise their fate?" 

" I like that feeling," repUed the Gargettian ; " nor 
do I dissent from it. The fete of greatness will always 
be enviable, even when the darkest storms trouble its 
course. Well-merited fame has in itself a pleasure so 
much above all pleasures, that it may weigh in the 
balance against all the accumulated evils of mortality. 
Grant, then, our great men to have been fortunate ; are 
they, as you say, so many ? Alas ! my son, we may 
count them on our fingers. . A gcnfttalvm, ^"^ mtost 
brUliant in genius^ leaves out of its tTftouaaxiAa «jiA xc^- 
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S(ms but three oar four, or a dozen, to fte worsUp, e^en 
to the knowledge of fotority." 

<' And these, only these three, four, or a dozen, have a 
r^ to the desire of distinction?'^ 

"As to the right," readied the sage, pla3rfully, "I 
mean not to dispute that The right lies with all men 
in our democracy to sit in a tub, or to walk in a dirty 
tanic." 

" But you will allow of no end in ambition but an ab- 
surd one." . 

"I have not expressed myself well, or you have not 
tmderBtood me well, if you draw that condusicm. I sure- 
ly have granted our great men to have had great ends 
ofamlbkion." 

' ^ But is it only great men, or men destined to be great, 
tbat may have such ends ?'" 

"I allowed that others might; I only said that they 
would be unhappy in consequence. The perfection of 
wisdom, and the end of true philosophy, is to proporticm 
our wants to our possessions, our amUtions to our capa- 
cities." 

" Then," cried Metrod(»rus, " I have substantially 
proved myself this morning to be no philosopher, when 
I chose a study beyond the reach of my pencil." 

" No," said Leondum, playfully tapping his shoulder, 
"the master will make a dktinction between what is 
beyond the reach of our capacity, and what beyond the 
readbi of our practice. Erostratus might never have 
{Planned the edifice he destroyed ; Ctesiphon could not 
alwoijfs have planned it" The smile that accompanied 
these words, lighted one yet more brilliant in the face of 
Metrodorus. Theon guessed that he felt more than ad- 

mmtkm and more than friexiidabi|^ if;^ \3q^ %!Q&Si& 4asr 
cipta 
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<' Your remaric was well timed and well pointed," 
said the master, '^ and has saved me some talking." 

" I am not sure of that," cried Sofron, stuping for- 
wards ; " for though Leontium has so nicely worded 
the distinction between want of capacity and want of 
practice in the general, I should like to be told, how a 
man is to make this distinction between his own in par- 
ticular? For instance, I have a fency to turn phHoso- 
pher, and supersede my master ; how am I to tell, at 
my &st non-plus in logic or invention, whether the d^ 
feet be in my capacity or my practice." 

" If it be only in the last, I apprehend you wfll easily 
perceive it ; if in the first, not so readily. A man, if he 
set about the search, will quickly discover his talents j 
he may continue it to his death without discovering his 
deficiencies. The reason is {^ain ; the one hurts our 
self-love, the other flatters it." 

" And yet," interrupted Theon, " I think, in my first 
interview with the philosopher of Gargettium, he re- 
marked, that thousands had the seeds of excellence in 
them, who never found them out." 

" I see you have a good memory," retmned the master. 
" I did say so, and I think it still. Many might have 
been heroes, and many philosophers, had they had a de- 
sire to be either ; had accident or ambition made them 
look into themselves, and enquire into their powers ; but 
though jewels be hid in a sack of oats, they will never be 
found, unless the oats be shaken. Remember, however, 
we are now speaking erf one class of men only — ^the am- 
bitious : and the ambitious will never have any seeds in 
them, bad or good, that will not generate and {mxluce their 
proper fiiiit. Ambition is the spur, and the necessary spur 
of a great mind to great action *, when acting u^a a weak 
J2uad it impels it to absurdity, or BOXXEsitmiXidcffiR^tLXxx^ 
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^ Nay, then,'' said Sofron, '' 'tis but a dangerous in- 
mate, as minds go ; and I, for one, had better have none 
of it, for I doubt I am not bom to be an Epicurus, and I 
am certain I have no inclination to be a Gryphus." 

" Well," said the master, " we have at least to thank 
Gryphus for our morning's dialogue. If any of us wish 
to prosecute it ferther, we may do it over our repast — ^the 
sun has reached his noon, so let us to the bath." 

They left the temple, and crossing the gardeos in an 
opposite direction from that by which Theon had enter- 
ed, soon reax^hed a gate, which, to his surprise, opened on 
a court at the back of the Gargettian's house, the same 
in which he had supped the preceding evening. 
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The fervours of the day had declined, when Theon 
issued to the street from the house of Epicurus : at that 
instant he met in the face his friend Cleanthes ; he ran 
to his embrace ; but the young stoic, receding with min- 
gled astonishment and horror — ^^ Ye gods ! from the 
house of Epicurus ?" 

" I do not marvel at your surprise," returned Theon, 
" nor, if I recall my own feelings of yesterday, at your 
indignation." 

"Answer me quickly," interrupted Cleanthes; "is 
Theon yet my friend ?" 

" And does Cleanthes doubt it?" 

" What may I not doubt, when I see you come from 
such a mansion ?" 

" Nay, my brother," said Theon, kindly throwing his 
arm round the neck of his friend, and drawing him on- 
wards, " I have been in no mansion of vice, or of folly." 

" I do not understand you," returned the stoic, but 
half yielding to his kindness ; "I iio not know what to 
think or what to fear." 

" Fear nothing, and think only good," said the Corin- 
thian. " True, I come from the gardens of pleasure, 
where I have heard very little of pleasure, and a very 
^eat deal of virtue." 
^'I see how it is,'' returned the oll[iet \ ^^ '5o\3L\i^N^^siR^ 
J^our principlesj and I, my friendJ* 
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^ I do not think I have lost the first, and I am very 
soie you have not lost the last." 

" No !" exclaimed Cleanthes ; " but I tell you, yes ;" 
and his cheeks flushed, and his eyes flashed with indig- 
nation : " I have lost my friend, and you have lost yours. 
Go!" he continued, and drew himself from the arm 
of Theon; '< Go! Cleanthes hath no fellowship with an 
apostate and a Ubextine." 

" You wrong me, and you wrong Epicurus," said his 
friend, in a tone of more reproach than anger. " But I 
cannot blame you ; yesterday I had myself been equally 
unjust. You must see him, you must hear him, Clean- 
thes. This alone can undeceive you — can convince 
you; convince you of my innocence and Epicurus' virtue." 

"Epicurus' virtue? your innocence ? What is Epicu- 
rus to me ? What is he, or should he be to you 1 Your 
innocence ? And is this fastened to the mantle of Epi- 
curus ? See him to be convinced of your innocence ?" 

"Yes, and of your own injustice. Oh, Cleanthes, 
what a fool do I now know myself to have been ! To 
have listened to the Ues of Timocrates ! To have be- 
lieved all his absurdities ! Come, my friend ! come 
with me, and behold the face of the master he blas- 
phemes !" 

" Theon, one master, and but one master, is mine. 
To me, whether Timocrates exaggerate or even he, it 
matters nothing." 

" It does, or it should," said the Corinthian. " Will 
a disciple of Zeno not open his eyes to truth ? Not see 
an error, and atone for it, by acknowledging it? I do 
not ask you to be the disciple of Epicurus — I only ask 
you to be just to him, and diat for your own sake, more 
than mine^ or even his." 
^'leee you are seduced — 1 see ^ow. «x^Vs^% cw^'^iSi^ 
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BtoiC) fixing on him a look, in which sonrow struggled 
with indignation. '* I thought myself a stoic, but I fed 
the weakness of a woman in my eyes» Thou wert as 
my brother, Theon ; and thou — ^thou also art beguiled 
by the Syren — ^left virtue for pleasure, Zieno for Ejn* 
curus." 

" I have not left Zeno." 

" You cannot follow both — ^you cannot be in the day 
and imder the night at one and the same time." 

'< I tell you, there is no night in the gardens of Epi« 
curus." 

<' Is there no pleasure there," cried the stoic, his mouth 
and brows curling with irony. 

'^ Yes, there is pleasure there: the pleasure of wisdom 
and virtue." 

" Ah ! have you learnt the Gargettian subtleties so 
soon ? You have doubtless already worshipped virtue 
under the form of the courtezan Leontium ; and wisdom 
under that of her master and paramour, the son of 
Neocles." 

" How little you know of either," returned Theon ! 
" But I knew as Uttle yesterday." 

Cleanthes stopped* They were before the stoic por- 
tico. " Farewell ! Return to your gardens ! Farewell !" 

" We do not yet part," said Theon : " Zeno is still 
my master." He followed his friend up the steps. A 
crowd of disciples were assembled, waiting the arrival of 
their master. Some, crowded into groups, listened to 
the harangues of an elder or more able scholar : others 
walking in parties of six or a dozen, reasoning, debating, 
and disputing : while innumerable single figures, undis- 
turbed by the buzz around them, leaned against the pil- 
lar9^ studying each from a manuscript, or stood upon the 
s^pff with anuB folded^ and heads diopt oa \)cifiAt\)iQ«^Tc») 
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wrapt in silent meditations. At the entrance of Cle- 
antheS; the favoured pupil of their master, the scholars 

I made way, and the loud hum slowly hushed into silence. 
He advanced to the centre, and the floating crowd ga- 
thered and compressed into a wide and deep circle. All 
I eyes bent on the youth in expectant curiosity, for his 
countenance was disturbed, and his manner abrupt. 
Cleanthes was of the middle size : so slender, that 
I you wondered at the erectness of his gait and activity of 
his motion. His neck was small ; his shoulders falling ; 
his head elegantly formed ; the hair smooth and close 
cut ; the forehead narrow, and somewhat deeply lined 
for one so young : the eye-brows marked and even, save 
a slight bend upwards, as by a frown, above the nose. 
The eyes blue ; but their gaze was too earnest, and their 
spirit too clear, to leave any of the melting softness so 
usual with that colour : — ^and yet there were moments 
when this would appear in them; and when it did, it 
went to the soul of him who observed it ; but such mo- 
ments were short and rare. The nose was finely and 
perhaps too deUcately turned; the mouth, mild and al- 
ways in repose. The cheeks were thin, and though 
slightly flushed, the face had a look of paleness till en- 
thusiasm awoke, and deepened all its dyes. The whole 
expression had more spirituaUty and variety, and the 
manner more agitation, than you would have looked for 
in the first and favourite pupil of Zeno. The youth 
turned a rapid glance round the circle : he threw out his 
right arm ; the mantle dropt from his shoulder, and in a 
varied, piercing, and yet melodious voice, he began — 

" My friends ! my brothers ! disciples of Zeno and of 
virtue ! Give me your ears, and awake your faculties ! 
How shall I tell the dangers tKal svxttcsaTA ^<3ViJ\ "^^s^ 
eball I paint the demon that woxM ec^ii^^^ ^oso^ ^'^- 

5 
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mocrates hath escaped from his enchantments, and told 
us that riot and revelling were in his halls, that impiety 
was in his mouth ; vice in his practice ; deformity in his 
aspect : and we thought that none but souls bom for er- 
ror, already steeped in infemy, or sunk in effeminacy, 
could be taken in his toils and seduced by his example. 
But behold ! he hath changed his countenance — he hath 
changed his tongue : amid his revels he hath put on the 
garb of decency : in his riot he talks of innocence ; in 
his licentiousness of virtue ! Behold the youth ! they 
run to him with greedy ears — they throng his gardens 
and his porticoes. Athens, Attica, Greece, all are the 
Grargettian's. Asia, Italy, the burning Afric and the 
frozen Scythia — all, all send ready pupils to his feet 
Oh! what shall we say? Oh ! how shall we stem the 
torrent ? Oh ! how shall we fence our hearts — ^how 
our ears from the song of the Syren ? To what mast 
shall we bind ourselves, to what pilot shall we trust, that 
we may pass the shores in safety without dashing on 
the rocks ? But why do I speak ? Why do I enquire? 
Why do I exhort ? Is not the conta^on already among 
us? In the school of Zeno — ^in this portico — ^in this 
circle are there not waverers ? Yea, are there not apos- 
tates ?" Emotion choked his utterance ; he paused, and 
glanced his kindled eyes round upon the audience. 
Every breath was held in expectation ; each looked on 
the other in doubt, dismay, and enquiry. Theon's heart 
beat quick and high : he advanced one step, and raised 
his arm to speak ; but Cleanthes, gathering his breath, 
again in a rapid voice continued. 

" Does this silence speak conscious guilt, or startled 
innocence? The last : I will believe the last. Praise 
A? to the gods! praise to our guaidiati^ "Mmvctq^V 
praise to our great, our glorious mae^ieic, \iietei «x^ ^^ 
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tune sons left to Athens and to Greece, who shall re- 
spect, follow, and attain to virtue ! Some choice and 
disciplined souls, who shall stand forth the light and or- 
nament of their age, and whose names shall be in ho- 
nour with those yet unborn. Rouse, rsuse up your 
energies ! Oh, be firm to Zeno, and to virtue ! I tell 
you not — Zeno tells you not, that virtue is found in 
pleasures and repose. Besistance, energy, watchM- 
ness, patience, and endurance — ^these, these must be 
your practice, must be your habit, ere you can reach the 
perfection of your nature. The ascent is steep, is long, 
is arduous. To-day you must ascend a step, and to- 
morrow a step, and to-morrow, and to-morrow — and yet 
shall you be fix from the simimit, from rest, and from 
security. Does this appal you? Does this disgust 
you] Go then to the gardens ! Go to the man of Gar- 
gettium — he who calls himself philosopher, and who 
loves and teaches folly ! Go, go to him, and he shall 
encourage and soothe you. He shall end your pursuit, 
and give you your ambition ! He shall show you virtue 
robed in pleasures, and lolling in ease I He shall teach 
you wisdom in a song, and happiness in impiety ! But 
I am told, that Timocrates hath Ued ; that Epicurus is 
not a Ubertine ; nor Leontium a prostitute ; nor the 
youth of the garden the ministers to their lusts. Be it 
80. Timocrates must answer to himself, whether his 
tale be the outpourings of indignant truth, or the subtle 
inventions of malevolence : with his own conscience be 
the secret : to us it matters nothing. We, who have 
nought to do with the doctrines of Epicurus, have nought 
to do with his practice. Let him who would vindicate 
the one, vindicate the other : let him come forth and 
sftj, that the master ui the gaxdcwa \% \i^ ^^ ^NssfcXSL 
action, but perfect in theory, \jfc\.\sasi ^aaij ^<tosi^^^ 
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worships virtue as virtue, and shuns vice as vice. Let 
him say, that he arms the soul with fortitude, ennobles 
it with magnanimity, chastens it with temperance, en- 
larges it with beneficence, perfects it with justice ; — and 
let hinri moretLver say, that he does this, not that the soul 
80 schooled and invigorated may he in the repose of 
virtue, but that it may exult in its honour, and be fitted 
for its activity. Fie on that virtue which prudence alone 
directs ! Which teaches to be just that the laws may 
not punish, or our neighbours revenge : — ^to be enduring 
— ^because complainings were useless, and weakness 
woidd bring on us insult and contempt : — ^to be tempe- 
rate — that our body may keep its vigour, our appetites 
retain their acuteness, and our gratifications and sen- 
sualities their zest : — ^to serve our fiiends — ^that they may 
serve us ; — our country — ^because its defence and well- 
being comprehends our own. Why, all this is well — 
but is there nothing more? Is it our ease alone we 
shall study, and not our dignity ? Though all my fel- 
low-men were swept away, and not a mortal nor im- 
mortal eye were left to approve or condemn — should I 
not here — ^within this breast, have a judge to dread, and 
a friend to concihate ? Prudence and pleasure ! Was 
it from such principles as these, that the virtue of Solon, 
of Miltiades, of Aristides, of Socrates, of Plato, of Xeno- 
phon, of all our heroes and all our sages, had its spring 
and its nourishment ? Was it such virtue as this that 
in Lycurgus put by the offered crown ? that in Leoni- 
das stood at Thermopylae ? that in the djing Pericles 
gloried that he had never caused a citizen to mourn ? 
Was it such virtue as this, that spoke in Socrates before 
his judges % — that, sustained him in his prison, and when 
the door was open, and the sails of Ibe lesdiy ^Id^ ua- 
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fiuled, made him prefer death to flight ; his dignity to 
his existence ?" 

Again the young orator paused, but his indignant soul 
Eeemed still to speak from his flashing eyes. His cheeks 
glowed as flre, and the big drops rolled fron^his forehead. 
At this moment the circle behind him gave way, and 
Zeno advanced into the midst : he stood by the head 
and shoulders above the crowd : his breast, broad and 
manly ; his limbs, cast in strength and symmetry : his 
gait, erect, calm, and dignified: his features, large, grand, 
and regular, seemed sculptured by the chisel for a colos- 
sal divinity : the forehead, broad and serene, was mark- 
ed with the even lines of wisdom and age ; but no harsh 
wrinkles nor playing muscles disturbed the repose of his 
cheeks, nor had sixty years touched with one thread of 
sHver his close black hair : the eyes, dark and full, fringed 
with long strait lashes, looked in severe and steady wis- 
dom from under their correct and finely arched brows : 
the nose came from the forehead, strait and even : the 
^outh and chin were firm and silent. Wisdom undis- 
turbable, fortitude unshakeable, self-respect, self-posses- 
sion, and self-knowledge perfected, were in his face, his 
carriage, and his tread. 

He stopt before the youth, who had turned at his ap- 
t>roach. '^ My son,'^ fixing his cahn gaze on the work- 
ing countenance of his pupil, " what hath disturbed thy 
%oul?" Cleanthes laid a haud on his labouring breast : 
lie made one violent eflbrt for composure and q)eech : it 
Ihiled. The hot blood forsook his cheeks : it rushed 
again : again it fied : he gasped, and dropt feintiAg at 
tibie &^ of his master. 

6» 
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Theon rushed forward: he knelt; he raised the 
head of his friend: breathless, agitated, terrified, he 
called his name with the piercing cry of agony and des- 
pair. All was commotion and confusion. The scholars 
pressed forward tumultuously ; but Zeno, raising his 
arm, and looking steadily round, cried " Silence !" The 
crowd fell back, and the stillness of night succeeded. 
Then motioning the circle towards the street,' to give- 
way and admit the air, he stooped and assisted Theoh 
to support his reviving pupil. Cleanthes raised his head, 
turned his eyes wildly aroimd, and then fixed them on 
his master. 

" Gently," said Zeno, as the youth struggled in their 
arms for recollection, " gently, my son." ' But he made 
the effort : he gained his feet, and throwing out his arm 
to a pillar near him, turned his head aside, and for some 
moments combatted with his weakness in silence. His 
limbs still trembled, and his face had yet the hues of 
death, when, pressing his hand with convulsive strength 
against the pillar, he proudly drew up his form, turned 
his eyes again upon his master, and mustering his broken 
respiration — " Blame me, but do not despise me." 

" I shall do neither, my son : the weakness was in 
the body, not the mind." 

'< There has been want of conmiand in both. I ask 
Jiot to be excused." Then toxDing loxui^ Xa Vm catxv- 
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panions, " I may be a warning', if not an example. The 
Spartans expose the drunkenness of their Helots to con- 
firm their youth in sobriety : let the weakness of Cle- 
anthes teach the sons of Zeno equanimity ; and let 
them say, If in the portico weakness be foflnd, what shall 
it be in the gardens ? But," he continued, addressing 
his master, " will Zeno pardon the scholar who, while 
en&rcing his nervous doctrines on others, has swerved 
fi:om them himself?" 

" Thou judgest thy fiiult as thou shouldst judge it," 
retmned Zeno ; "but comfort, my son ! He who knows, 
and knowing can acknowledge his deficiency, though 
his foot be not on the summit, yet hath he his eye there. 
But say the cause, and surely it must be a great one, 
, that could disturb the self-possession of my disciple." 
" The cause was indeed a great one ; no less than the 
apoetacy of a scholar from Zeno to Epicurus." 

Zeno turned his eyes round the circle : there was no 
additional severity in them, and no change in his man- 
lier, or in his deep sonorous voice, when, addressing 
them, he said, " If one, or more, or all of my disciples, be 
Wearied of virtue, let them depart. Let them not fear 
tipbraidings or exhortations ; the one were useless to you, 
the other unworthy of me. He who sighs for pleasure, 
the voice of wisdom can never reach, nor the power of 
virtue touch. In this portico truth will never be softened 
to win a sickly ear ; nor the severity of virtue, will it 
ever be veiled to win a feeble heart. He who obeys in 
act and not in thought ; he who disciplines his body 
and not his mind ; he who hath his foot in the portico^ 
and his heart in the gardens ; he hath no more to do 
with Zeno, than a wretch sunk in all the effeminacy of 
a Median, or the gross debauchery oI^u^'^j^Okssksl. 'Wissiftk 
hno mid-way in virtue; no \iilL\i3a%^^aK»^'^ '^afc ^«s^ 
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but perfection. Youmust be all, or yoa may be nothing. 
You must determine to proceed to the utmost, or I en- 
courage ye not to begin. I say to ye, one and all, give 
me your ears, your understandings, your souls, and your 
energies, or depart /" Again he looked round i^n his 
scholars. A long and deep silence succeeded : when 
yoimg Theon, breaking through his awe and his timidi- 
ty, advanced into the centre, and craving sufferance with 
his hand, addressed the assembly. 

'^ Though I should forfeit the esteem of 2!eno and the 
love of his disciples, I have no choice but to speak. Ho- 
nour and justice demand this of me : first, to remove 
suspicion from this assembly; next, to vindicate the 
character of a sage, whom the tongue of a liar hath tra- 
duced ; and, lastly, to conciliate my own esteem, which 
I value beyond even the esteem of the venerated Zeno, 
and of my beloved Cleanthes." He paused, and turn- 
ing to Zeno — " With permission of the master, I would 
speak." 

"Speak, my son: we attend." Zeno retreated among 
his disciples ; and Cleanthes, anxious and agitated for 
his friend, placed himself behind the screen of a pilar. 
With a varying cheek and a tremulous voice, the youth 
began : 

" In addressing an assembly accustomed to the manly 
elocution of a Zeno, and the glowing dkxpience of a Cle- 
anthes, I know I shall be forgiven by my companionct, 
and I hope even by my severe master, the blushies and 
hesitations of timidity and inexperience. I open my 
mouth for the first time in pubUc ; and in what a public 
is it? Let not, therefore, my confusion be thought the 
confusion of guilt ; but, as it truly is, of bashful inexpe- 
nence. Firstj to remove suspicion {iom\]b^ ojseiexQblY '.-^ 
ht not the acbolaiB look wilh doubt on es^itf^lEysi: \ Vj^ 
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not the master look with doubt on his scholars. I am 
be who have commmied with the son of Neocles ; I 
am he who have entered the gardens of pleasure; I am 
he whom Cleanthes hath pointed at as the apostate from 
Zeno to Epicurus.'^ A tumult aldose among the scholars. 
Surprise, indignation, and scorn, variously looked from 
their &ces, and murmured from their tongues. 

" Silence !" cried Zeno, casting his severe glance 
round the circle. « Young man, proceed." 

This burst of his audience rather invigorated than 
dashed the youth. He freely threw forth his arm ; his 
eyes lighted with fire, and the ready words flowed from 
his lips. <'I merit not the hiss of scxxtn, nor the burst of 
indignation. Desist, my brothers, till my artless tale be 
told ; till you have heard, not my apology, but my jus- 
tification. Yesterday, at this hour, I left the portico, 
heated to fiiry by the phiUppic of Timocrates against 
Epicurus and his disciples ; indignant at the city that 
did not drive such a teacher from its walls ; against the 
gods, who did not strike him with their thunders. Thus 
venting my feelings in soliloquy, after a long ramble I 
seated myself on the banks of Cephisus, and was awa- 
kened from a reverie by the approach of a stranger : his 
aspect had the wisdom of a sage, and the benignity of 
a divinity. I yielded him the homage of youthful re- 
spect and admiration : he condescended to address me. 
He gave me the precepts of virtue with the gentle and 
honied tongue of kindness and persuasion. I listened, I 
admired, and I loved. We did not conclude our walk 
until sunset: he bade me to his supper. I entered his 
house, and he told me I beheld Epicurus. Could I have 
drawn back ? Should I have drawn back ? No : my 
heart answers, do. Your BufEeiaacfe^xo^ ^'e^^'* li^ 
not interrupt me! Do not cdl xDa bSi «^a5^3^^^ "^^^ 
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the presence of the gods ; in the presence of my mastei^ 
whom I fear as them ; in the presence of my own coor- 
science, which I fe£ur more than both, I swear that I ana 
not so ! I mean not to explain or to justify the philoso- 
phy of Epicurus : I know but Uttle of it. I only know — 
I only affirm, that his tongue has given new warmth to 
my love of virtue, and new vigour to my pursuit of it : 
I only affirm, that persuasion, simple, ungamished per- 
suasion, is in his Ups ; benevolence in his aspect ; ur- 
banity in his manners ; generosity, truth, and candour, 
in his sentiments ; I only affirm, that order, innocence, 
and content, are in his halls and his gardens ; peace and 
brotherly love with his disciples ; and that, in the nudst 
of these, he is himself the philosopher, the. parent, and 
the friend. I see the sneer of contempt upon your lips, 
my brothers; aks! even on the unperturbed counte- 
nance of my master I read displeasure." 

" No, my son," said Zeno, " thou dost not Continue 
thy artless tale. If there be error, it Ues with the de- 
ceiver, not the deceived. And you, my sons and disci- 
ples, banish from your faces and your breasts every ex- 
pression and every thought unworthy of your honest 
companion, and your upright sect. For remember, if to 
abhor falsehood and vice be noble, to distrust truth and 
innocence is mean. My son, proceed." 

" Thanks for your noble confidence, my master : it 
makes me proud, for I deserve it. Yes ! even should I, 
as I perceive you apprehend, be deceived, I feel that this 
open confession of my present perfect convicticm is ho^ 
nourable both to myself and to Zeno. It proves that in 
his school I have learnt candour, though I have yet to learn 
discernment. And yet, methinks, however imperfect 
mjr youthful d!iscemment, it is not now VsDietwff. \£ 
^^er I saw amplCf unadorned goodneaa-, li c^«\\i^»A 
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fijmple, unadorned truth, it is in, it is from Epicurus. 
Again your sufferance, my fiiends ! Again your sufier- 
ance, my master ! I am not — ^I wish not to be, a disci- 
jleof the gardens : virtue may be in them — excuse me, 
virtue is in them ; but there is a virtue in the portico 
which I shall worship to my latest hour. Here, here I 
first learned — ^here I first saw to what a glorious height 
of greatness a mortal might ascend — how independent 
he might be of fortune ; how triumphant over fate ! 
Young, innocent, and inexperienced, I came to Athens 
in search of wisdom and virtue. * Attend all the schools, 
and fix with that which shall give you the noblest aims,' 
said my father, when he gave me his parting blessing. 
He being an academician, I had, of course, somewhat 
imbibed the principles of Plato, and conceived a love for 
his school. On first hearing Crates, therefore, I thought 
myself satisfied. Accident made me acquainted with a 
young Pythagorean : I Ustened to his simple precepts ; 
I loved his virtues, and almost fell into his superstitions. 
Prom these Theophrastus awakened me ; and I was 
nearly fixed as a Peripatetic, when I met the eloquent, 
enthusiastic, Cleanthes. He brought me to the portico, 
Vrhere I found all the virtues of all the schools united, 
^nd crovmed with perfection. But when I preferred 
Zeno, I did not despise my former masters. I still some- 
times visit the lyceum and the academjl and still the 
young Pythagorean is my fiiend. A pure mind should, 
I think, respect virtue wherever it be found : and if 
then in the lyceum and the academy, why not in the 
gardens ? Zeno, in teaching austerity, does not teach 
intolerance ; much less, I am sure, does he teach in- 
gratitude : and if I did not feel for the sage of Garget- 
tium both respect and love, Iwex^ VJaa TxvQ!e^\Msj^''5^s?52^ 
eoul in Athena ; and if, feeling YkAVi,! feKL^V» T2is3e»ss^- 
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ledge both, I were the meanest. And now, my brothers^ 
ask yourselves what would be your indignation at the 
youth, who for his vices being driven from this portico, 
should run to the lycemn, and accuse, to the sons of 
Aristotle, our great Zeno of that sensuality and wicked- 
ness which had here wrought his own disgrace, and his 
own banishment? Would ye not hate such a wretch? 
Would ye not loathe Kim ? Would ye not curse him ? 
My brothers ! this day have I learned such a wretch to 
be Timocrates. Is he here ? I hope he is. I hope he 
hears me denounce him for a defamer and an ingrate." 

" 'Tis false !" cried Timocrates, bursting in fury from 
the crowd. " 'Tis false ! I swear" — 

" Beware of perjury !" said a clear, silver voice, from 
without the circle. " Give way, Athenians ! 'Tis for 
me to take up this quarreL" 

The crowd divided. Every eye turned towards the 
opening. Theon shouted with triumph; Timocrates 
stood blank with dismay — ^for they recognised the voice 
and the form of the son of Neocles. 
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The sage advanced towards Theon : he laid a hand 
on either of his shoulders, and kissed his glowing fore- 
head. " Thanks to my generous defender. Your art- 
less tale, my son, if it have not gained the ear of Zeno, 
hath fixed the heart of Epicurus. Oh, ever keep this 
candour and this innocence !" He turned his benign 
fece round the circle : " Athenians ! I am Epicurus." 
This name, so despised and execrated, did it not raise a 
tumult in the assembly ? No; every tongue was chain- 
ed, every breath suspended, every eye rivetted with 
wonder and admiration. Theon had said the truth : it 
was the aspect of a sage and a divinity. The face was 
a serene mirror of a serene mind : its expression spoke 
like music to the soul. Zeno's was not more calm and 
unruffled ; but here was no severity, no authority, no 
reserve, no imapproachable majesty, no repelling supe- 
riority: all was benevolence, mildness, openness, and 
soothing encouragement. To see, was ,to love ; and to 
hear, was to trust. Timocrates shrunk ifrom the eye of 
his master : it fell upon him with a fixed and deep gaze, 
that struck more agony into his guilt j soul, than had 
the flash of a Cleanthes, or the glance of a Zeno, The 
wretch sunk beneath it: he trembled; he crouched ; 
he looked as he would have supplicated mercy ; but 
bis tongue cleaved to his pslale^ ^wA. ^V^jaxcsa ^jrithheld 
bm from quite dropping on Iwa \aftftft»» '^ Vi^\^."^K^ 

6 
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spare thee. Give way, Athenians!" The schdam 
opened a passage : again the sage waved his hand, and 
the criminal slunk away. 

" Your pardon, Zeno," said the Gargettian ; "I know 
the youth : he is not worthy to stand in the portico." 

" I thank you," returned the master, " and my disci- 
ples thank you. The gods forbid that we should har- 
bour vice, or distrust viitue. I see, and I recant my er- 
tor : henceforth, if I cannot respect the teacher, I shall 
respect the man." 

" I respect both," said Epicurus, reclining his head to^ 
the stoic. " I have long known and admired Z&ao : I 
have often mixed with the crowd in his portico, and felt 
the might of his eloquence. I do not expect a similar 
return from him, nor do I wish to allure his scholars to 
my gardens. I know the severity of their master, and 
the austerity, may I say, the intolerance of his niles. 
But for one," and he laid his hand upon the head of 
Theon, " for this one, I would bespeak clemency. Let 
not that be imputed to him as a crime, which has been 
the work of accident and of Epicurus : and let me aka 
say for him, as well as for myself — he has lost m the 
gardens no virtues, if a few prejudices." 
, " Son of Neocles," said Zeno, " I feared you yester- 
day, but I fear you doubly to-day. Your doctrines are 
in themselves enticing, but coming from such hps, I fear 
they are irresistible. Methinks I cast a prophet's eye on 
the map of friturity, and I see the sage of Gargettium 
standing on the |)innacle of fame, and a world at his 
feet. The world is prepared for this : the Macedonian^ 
^hen he marched our legions to the conquest of Persia, 
struck the death-blow at Greece. Persian lubniry and 
Persian effeminacy, which before ctept, now c/q3ica<& ^^nSk 
^tride6 upon vg. Our youth, diaiidiei oil \hei ^ai^v oi iS3fiv 
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Mgmee, ebaHl tarn with sioketted eats frdm the severe 
jnoralof Zeno, and greedily suck in the honied philoso- 
phy of Epicarus. You will tell me that you too teach 
^rirtue. It may be so. I do not see it ; but it may be 
80, I do not conceive how there can be two virtues, nor 
yet how two roads to the same. This, however, I shall 
not argue. I will grant that in your system, as eluci- 
dated by your practice, there may be something to ad- 
mire, and much to love ; but when your practice shall 
be dead, and your system alone shall survive, where then 
Aall be the security of its innocence ; where the antidote 
of its poison ? Think not that men shall take the good 
and not the evil; soon they shall take the evil and leave 
the good. They shall do more ; they shall pervert the 
very nature of the good, and make of the whole, evil un- 
mixed. Soon, in the shelter of your bowers, all that is 
vicious shall find a refuge. Effeminacy shall steal in 
under the name of ease ; sensuaUty and debauchery in 
the place of innocence and refinement ; the pleasures of 
the body instead of those of the mind. Wliatever may 
be your virtues, they are but the virtues of temperament, 
Xiot of discipline ; and such of your followers as shall be 
like you in temperament, may be Uke you in practice : 
but let them have boiling passions and urgent appetites, 
and your doctrines shall set no fence against the torrent; 
shall ring no alarm to the offender. Tell us not that 
that is right which admits of evil construction — that that 
18 virtue which leaves an open gate to vice. I said, that 
with a prophet's eye I saw your fixture feme ; but such 
&me as I foresee can but ill satisfy the ambition of a 
«age. Your gardens shall be crowded, but they shall 
be disgraced ; your name shall be in every mouth, but 
^rery mouth shall be unwoiCkiy \bL«X. «^"siiKa'^\ \>a>^«sca 
dmUbayeyoa in honour, 'but eieViSa «h^«^ 'SMb^>Js?« 
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in ruin : our degenerated country shall worship you, and 
expire at your feet. Zeno, meantime, may be neglect* 
ed, but he shall never be slandered ; the portico may be 
forsaken, but shall never be disgraced ; its doctrines may 
be discarded, but shall never be misconstrued. I am not 
deceived by my present popularity. No school now in 
such repute as mine ; but I know this will not last. 
The iron and the golden ages are run ; youth and man- 
hood are departed ; and the weakness of old age steals 
upon the world. But, O son of Neocles ! in this gloomy 
prospect, a proud comfort is mine : I have raised the 
last bulwark to the fainting virtue of man, and the de- 
parting glory of nations : — I have done more : — ^When 
the virtue and glory of nations shall be dead, and 
when in their depraved generations some solitary souls, 
born for better things, shall see and mourn the vices 
around them, here, in the abandoned portico, shall they 
find a refuge ; here, shutting their eyes upon the world, 
they shall learn to be a world to themselves ; here, steeled 
in fortitude, shall they look down in high, unruffled ma- 
jesty, on the slaves and the tyrants of the earth. Epi- 
curus ! when thou canst say this of the gardens, then, 
and not till then, call thyself a sage and a man of vir- 
tue." He ceased ; but his full tones seemed yet to sound 
in the ears of his listening auditors. There was a long 
pause, when the Gargettian, in notes like the breathing 
flutes of Arcadia, began his reply : 

" Zeno, in his present speech, has rested much of the 
truth of his syslfem on its expediency j I, therefore, shall 
do the same by mine. The door of my gardens is ever 
open, and my books are in the hands of the public ; to 
enter, therefore, here, into the detail (x the expounding 
of the principles of my philosophy, were equally out of 
niace and out of season. ^ Te&. "ob ubttScisX xSco^vSa tu^ 
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which leaves aa open gate to vice.' This is the thrust 
which Zeno oow makes at Epicurus ; and did it hit, I 
grant it were a mortal one. From the flavour, we pro- 
nounce of the fruit ; from the beauty and the fragrance, 
of the flower ; and in a system of morals, or of philoso- 
jdiy, or of whatever else, what tends to produce good we 
pronounce to be good, what to produce evil, we pro- 
nounce to be evil. I might indeed support the argu- 
meaij that our opinion with regard to the first principles 
of morals has nought to do with our practice ; — that 
whether I stand my virtue upon prudence, or propriety, 
<h: justice, or benevolence, or self-love, that my virtue is 
still one and the same ; that the dispute is not about the 
^id, but the origin ; that of all the thousands who 
have yielded homage to virtue, hardly one has thought 
of inspecting the pedestal she stands upon ; that as the 
mariner is guided by the tides, though ignorant of their 
causes, so does a man obey the rules of virtue, though 
Ignorant of the principles on which those rules are found- 
ed ; and that the knowledge of those principles would 
afiect the conduct of the man, no more than acquaint- 
ance with the causes of the tides would affect the conduct 
of the mariner. But this I shall not argue ; in doing so 
I might seem but to fight you flying. I shall meet your 
objection in the face. And I say — that allowing the 
most powerful effects to spring from the first grounds of 
a moral system ;— the worst or the best, — ^that mine, if 
the best, is to be so judged by the good it does and the 
Qvil it prevents, must be ranked among the best. If, as 
you say, and I partly believe, the iron and the golden 
Qges are past, theyouth and the manhood of the world, and 
thai the weakness of old age >a cxees^Vxvg ^xix^ar— ^loks^ci^^a 

6* 



66 A PEW DAYS IN AfftfiNS. 

shall turn with sickened ears from the severe moral of 
Zeno ; and then / say, that in the gardens, and in the 
gardens only, shall they find a food, innocent, yet 
adapted to their sickly palates ; an armour, not of iron 
fortitude, but of silken persuasion, that shall resist the 
progress of their degeneracy, or throw a beauty even over 
their ruin. But, perhaps, though Zeno should allow 
this last effect of my philosophy to be probable, he will 
not approve it: his severe eye looks with scorn, not 
pity on the follies and vices of the world. He would 
annihilate them, change them to their oj^x)site virtues, 
or he would leave them to their full and natural sweep. 
' Be perfect, or be as you are. 1 allow of no degrees of 
virtue, so care not for the degrees of vice. Your ruin, if 
it must be, let it be in all its horrors, in all its vileness : 
let it attract no pity, no sympathy : let it be seen in all 
its naked deformity, and excite the full measure of its 
merited abhorrence and disgust.' Thus says the subUme 
Zeno, who sees only man as he should be. Thus says 
the mild Epicurus, who sees man as he is : — With aU 
his weakness, all his errors, all his sins, still owning fel- 
lowship with him, still rejoicing in his welfare, and sigh- 
ing over his misfortunes : I call from my gardens to the 
thoughtless, the heads^ong, and the idle — ' Where do 
ye wander, and what do ye seek ? Is it pleasure ? Be- 
hold it here. Is it ease ? Enter and repose.' Thus do 
I court them from the table of drunkenness and the bed 
of licentiousness : I gently awaken their sleeping Acui- 
ties, and draw the veil from their understandings : — 
* My sons f do you seek pleasure? I seek her also. 
Let us make the search together. You have tried wiHe, 
jou have tried love ; you have sought amusement in 
reveUing, and ibrgetiulness in indolenoe. XomXaVl ttife 
^" are disapp^niMi that yout posstona gtcNn^ "k^^h 
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while you gratified them; your weariness increased 
even while you dept. Let us try again. Let us quiet 
oar passions, not by gratifying, but subduing them ; let 
ns conquer our weariness, not by rest, but by exertion.' 
Thus do I win their ears and their confidence. Step by 
step I lead them on. I lay open the mysteries of science ; 
I expose the beauties of art ; I call the graces and the 
muses to my aid ; the song, the lyre, and the dance. 
Temperance presides at the repast ; innocence at the 
festival ; disgust is changed to satisfaction ; listless- 
ness to curiosity ; brutaKty to elegance ; lust gives place 
to love ; Bacchanalian hilarity to firiendship. Tell me 
not, Zeno, that the teacher is vicious who washes-de- 
pravity fi'om the youthful heart ; who lays the storm of 
its passions, and turns all its sensibilities to good. I 
grant that I do not look to make men great, but to make 
men happy. To teach them, that in the discharge of 
their duties as sons, as husbands, as fathers, as citizens, 
lies their pleasure and their interest ; — and when the 
sublime motives of Zeno shall cease to affect an enerva- 
ted generation, the gentle persuasions of Epicurus shall 
still be heard and obeyed. But you warn me that I 
shall be slandered, my doctrines misinterpreted, and my 
school and my name disgraced. I doubt it not. What 
teachefr is safe from malevolence, what system from mis- 
construction ? And does Zeno really think himself and 
his doctrines secure ? He knows not, then, man's ig- 
norance and man's folly. Some few generations, when 
the amiable virtues of Epicurus, and the sublime excel- 
lence of Zeno, shall live no longer in remembrance or 
tradition, the fierce or ambitious bigots of some new sect 
may alike calumniate both ; proclaim the one for a liber- 
tine, and the other for a hypocntA. ^\5X.\NrfSL'?JS>ss^ ^fesA^ 
J am more open to detractioa \!basi7AXtfi'*'^K^S!^'^^'^^^ 
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your school ehall bo abandoned} miiio BhaU more proba- 
bly be disgraced. But it will be the same cause that 
produces the two effects. It will be equally the degene^ 
racy of man that shall catise the discarding of your doc- 
trines, and the perversion of mine. Why then should 
the prospect of the future disturb Epicurus more than 
Zeno 7 The fault will not he with me any more than 
you : but with the vices of my followers, and the igno- 
rance of my judges. I follow my course, guided by 
what I beUeve to be wisdom ; with the good of man at 
my heart, adapting my advice to his situation, his dispo- 
sition, and his capacities. My efforts may be unsuccess* 
fill, my intentions may be calumniated ; but as I know 
these to be benevolent, so I shall continue those, unterri- 
fied and unruffled by reproaches, unchilled by occasional 
ingratitude and frequent disappointment." He ceased) 
and again laying his hand on the shoulder of TheoUt 
led him to his master. '^ I ask not Zeno to admire me 
as a teacher, but let him not blame this scholar for loving 
me as a man." 

" I shall not blame him," said the stoic, " but I wish 
that I may not sooa distrust him. I wish he may not 
soon forget Zeno, and forsake the portico." 

The shades of evening now fell on the city, and the 
assembly divided. 
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The sun was in its fervour, when Theon issued from 
one of the public baths. He was not disposed for rest, 
yet the heat of the streets was insufferable. " I will seek 
the gardens," he thought, " and loiter in their cool shades 
until the master join me." Rea<5hing the house of the 
Gargettian, and the entrance to the gardens being shorter 
through it than by the public gate, he entered, and 
sought the passage he had before traversed. He how- 
ever took a wrong one, and, after wandering for some 
time, opened a door, and found himself in a library. 
Epiciuus was sitting in deep study, with his tablets be- 
fore him ; his pen in one hand, his forehead supported 
on the other. Metrodorus, on the opposite side of the 
room, was engaged in transcribing. 

Theon stopped, and, making a short apology, hastily 
retired. " Stay I" cried the master. Theon again en- 
tered, but did not advance much within the threshold. 

" When I bade you stay, I did not mean to fix you 
as door-keeper. Come in, and shut the door behind 
you." Theon joyfully obeyed, and hurried to seize the 
extended hand of the sage. " Since you have intruded 
on the sanctuary, I shall not drive you out." He mo- 
tioned the youth to a place on his couch. " And now, 
what pretty things am I to say to you for your yestec- 
day's defence of the wifikei C^t^€i\J6»jDL'\ "^^sssl^^s^S^ 
have come home with me lekSlTiL^c^^. NJtkSa. ^^^swa» 
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both hot from the combat, and then I could have made |^ 

you an eloquent compliment in fiill assembly at the ^ 

Symposium, and you would as eloquently have dis- r 

claimed it with one of your modest blushes." * 

" Then, truly, if the master had such an intention, I ^ 
am very glad I did not follow him. But I passed the " 
evening at my own lodgings, with my friend Cleanthes." 

" Trying to talk him into good humour and charity, 
was it?" 

'^ Something so." 

" And you succerfed ?" 

" Why, I don't know : he did not leave me in worse 
humour than he came." 

" Nay, then it must have been in better. Explanah 
tion always approaches or widens the differences be- 
-tween friends." 
' " Yes, but we also entered into argument." 

" Dangerous ground that, to be sure. And yovtc 
•fight, of course, ended in a drawn battle ?" 

" You pay me more than a merited compliment, in 
concluding that to be a thing of course." 

" Nay, your pardon ! I pay you any thing but a com- 
|)liment. It is not that I conclude your rhetoric and your 
Jogic equal, but your obstinacy and your vanity." 
. " Do you know, I don't think myself either obstinate 
or vain," said Theon, smiling. 

"Had I supposed you did, I might not have seen oc- 
casion to give you the information." 

" But on what grounds do you think me obstinate 
-and vain?" 

" Your yeare ; yoiff years. And do jrou think therfe 
h a man undcar twenty tlmt is not both P 
^ ^^ Why, IshcfM think s^ old man, txAfiSt;^ mc^^ 
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^ I glnt^ yon, wfaen, he iff iteliiwtciy whiehk preli^. 
oto^ bQinot qaile always ; and wh^i lie i^ vaui^ tli9. 
fianie. Bui wUiIat many M men have vamly loid i>b* 
simacy in the isuperlatiTe degvee^ all young men have; 
those quaUdes in the poBiiye. I believe your ehare to, 
be tcderably modnmte, but do not suppose that you have 
no share at alL Well, and now tell me, was it not a 
^awn battle 7" 

<^ I confess it was. At least, we neither of us con- 
\finced the other." 

^' My son, it would have added one more to the seven 
wonders if you had. I incline to doubt, if two men, in 
the course of an olympiad, enter on an argument from 
the honest and single desire of coming at the truth, or i^ 
in the course of a century, one man comes from an ar- 
gument ocmvinced by his opponent." 

" Weil, then, if you will allow me no credit for not 
being ccmvinced, you may at least for my not being si- 
lenced, I, so young an arguer, and Cleantbes so prac- 
tised a (Hie !" 

" You broke the ice beforehand yesterday in the por- 
tico," said the {diilosopher, taj^ing his shoulder. ^^ After 
that generous instance of confidence, I shall not marvel 
if you now find a tongue upon all proper occasions. 
And trust me, the breaking of the ice is a very import- 
ant matter. Many an orator has made but one skiing 
to the land, and his legs, after he had taken courage to 
make the first stroke. Cleanthes himself feund this.. 
You know his history ? He first appeaired in Atbeiis; 
as a v^estier, a stranger to philosophy and learning of 
all kinds. Ip our streets, however, the buzz of it could 
not foil to reach him. He ran full ^edinto the school, 
d[ O^tea, His cariosity, )okied/U> \»a.««av^^^^ 
^^uice, gave him so singulax aaa «jpg(eBX^«iSLCfc^%2Si^'^^^ 
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duced from him so many simple questions, and binnd^r- 
iiig replies, that he received from his Mlow disd^^les the 
nickname of the Ass. But the ass perseveredj and soon 
after, entering the portico, he appUed with silich int^oee 
diligence to the unravelling the mysteries of Zeno's phi- 
losophy, that he speedily secured the esteem of his mas- 
ter, and the respect of his companions. But his timidi- 
ty was for some time extreme, and probably nothing 
' but a sudden excitement could have enabled him to 
break through it. This, however, accidentally occurred, 
and he is now the ready and powerfiil orator that you 
know him." 

" I have often heard," said Theon, " and really not 
without some scepticism, the change that a few years 
have wrought in Cleanthes ; — a hraxony zorestler I who 
could believe it ? and a dull, ignorant Barbarian '" 

" The world always adds marvel to the marvellous. 
A brawny vnrestler he never was, though certainly some- 
thing stouter and squarer in person than he is now ; 
and though ignorant, he was not dull. Intense appli- 
cation, and, some say, the fasting of poverty, as well as 
temperance, rapidly reduced his body, and spiritualized 
his mind." 

" The fasting of poverty," cried Theon, " do you be- 
Ueve this ?" 

" r fear it is possible," returned the master. . " At least 
k is asserted, that he possessed but four drachinas when 
he left the school of v^estling for that of philosophy ; 
and it does not well appear that he now follow^ any 
other trade than that of a scholar ; one which certainly 
brings very little nourishment to the body, whatever it 
may do to the mind." ; 

^^Bat his master; do you think Zena ^oxM^ufier 
Mn to want the necessaries of life T^. 
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" The actual necessaries, somehow or other, he cer- 
tainly has ; but I can believe he will make very few 
serve, and procure those few with some difficulty, rather 
than be indebted even to his master." 

" Or his friend !" said Theon. 

" Nay, remember, you are not a friend of very long 
standing, and something his junior in years." 

" But should that prevent him from giving me his 
confidence on such an occasion ?" 

"Perhaps not, but allow something to the stoic pride." 

" I can allow nothing to it here." 

" No, because it touches your own. ' Thus do I tread 
on the pride of Plato^ said Diogenes, setting his foot on 
the robe of the academic. ' Yes^ with the greater pride 
of Diogenesy returned Plato. But I have made you 
grave, which was not my intention. Metrodorus, how 
go you on ?" 

" Writing the last word. — There ! — ^And now," rising 
and advancing towards Theon, "let me embrace the 
youth who so nobly took up the vindication of my in- 
sulted master. Perhaps you may not know how pecu- 
liarly I am indebted to you. Timocrates is the brother 
of Metrodorus." 

" How !" 

" I blush to own it." 

"You need not blush, my loved son; you nave done 
more than a brother's duty towards him, and more than 
a disciple's duty towards me. I suppose," turning to 
Theon, " as you are a stoic, you have not read the able 
treatises of Metrodorus in support of my doctrines, and 
defence of my character. In the last, indeed, he has 
done more than I wished." 

" I own I have not, but 1 wtS\. i^iTsA Xkeov!* 
'^ What ! in the face of ZenoT^ 

7 
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" Aye, and of the whole portico." 

"We need not doubt the young Cormthian's courage," 
said Metrodorus, " after his noble confidence yesterday.'' 

" I see the master has not been silent," returned 
Theon, " and that he has given me more praise than is 
my due." 

" Metrodorus can tell you that is not my custom," 
said the Gargettian. "By Pollux ! if you continue your 
visits to the garden, you must look to be handled very 
roughly. I aim the blow at every fault I see ; and I 
have a very acute pair of eyes. I find out the most se- 
cret sins — turn the souls of my scholars inside out j so 
be warned in time !" 

" I do not fear you," returned the Corinthian. 

" Not fear me, you rogue ?" 

" No, I love you too well ; but," continued Theon, 
" let me now make my acknowledgments to the master 
for his coming forward so seasonably yesterday, and 
giving me the victory. How you astonished me ! I al- 
most took you a second time for a divinity." 

"I will tell you how it happened," returned Epicurus: 
" Chancing to be called into the street yesterday, just 
after you left the house, I saw your meeting with Cle- 
anthea; and guessing from his first address, that you 
would have to stand a siege, I followed you to the por- 
tico, and took my place, unnoticed, among the crowd, 
ready, if occasion should require, to offer my succour." 

" And you heard then aU that passed ?" 

" I did." 

" I beg your pardon for the digression," said Theion ; 
" but I think you have more forbearance and more can- 
dour than any man I ever heard of." 

^^ If it be aOf these useful qualities liaxe \m^ been at- 
tained without much study and discVp%ift\ fox'Lcoa'^ 
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mistaken in thinking aJl my virtues the children of tem- 
p^ament. I very early perceived candour to be the 
quality the most indispensable in the composition of a 
philosopher, and therefore very early set my whole ef- 
forts to the attaining of it. And when once I fairly en- 
gaged in the work, I did not find it either long or diflS- 
cult I had naturally a mild temper, and a sensitive 
heart, and these gifts were here of inconceivable use to 
me. FeeUng kindly towards my fellow creatures, I 
could the easier learn to pity rather than hate their 
feults ; to smile, rather than frown at their follies. 
This was a great step gained, but the next was more 
difficult — to be slow in pronouncing what is a fault, and 
what is a folly. Our superstition would haunt with the 
furies the man who should take his sister to wife, while 
the customs of Egypt would commend him. How has 
the astronomer been laughed at, who made the earth 
revolve round the stationary sun ; and yet who can say 
but the age may come, when this shall be established as 
a truth ? Prejudices, when once seen as prejudices, are 
easily yielded. The difficulty is, to come at the know- 
ledge of them. A thousand lectures had I read to my- 
self, ere I could calmly say, upon all occasions, It does 
not follow that the thing is, because I think it is ; and 
till I could say this, I never presumed to call myself a 
philosopher. When I had schooled myself into can- 
dour, I found I was possessed of forbearance ; for, in- 
deed, it is hardly possible to possess the one without the 
other." 

" I cannot understand," said Theon, " how, with 
your mildness, your candour, and your good humour, 
you have so many enemies." 

^' Am I not the founder oi a ne^ «fe^V? 
'' Yes, but so have been maivy o\5aei»? 
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" And you thiok I have more enemies than any ? If 
it be so, perhaps in those peaceable quahties you have 
enumerated, you may seek the cause. Remember the 
cynics and stoics, (and I believe most of my enemies are 
either among them, or of their making,) do you think 
any of those three unpresuming virtues would secure 
their approbation ? They do not love to see a man 
take the place of a philosopher, without the airs of one, 
and, as you may perceive, I want these most entirely. 
Then you must remember also my popularity ; for of 
course my mildness, candour, and good humour, along 
wdth other agre^ble vutues which shall be nameless, 
help to secure me a thousand friends ; and he who has 
many friends, must have many enemies, for you know 
he must be the mark of envy, jealousy, and spleen." 

" I cannot endure to think that it should be so," said 
Theon 

" Much less can I," said Metrodorus. 

" My sons, never pity the man who can count more 
than a friend for every enemy, and I do beUeve that I 
can do this. Yes, my young stoic, Zeno may have 
fewer enemies, and as many disciples, but I doubt if he 
have so many devoted children as Epicurus." 

" I know he has not," cried Metrodorus, curling his 
lip in proud scorn. 

" You need not look so fierce upon your knowledge," 
said the master, smiUng.^ 

" You are too mild, too candid," returned the scholar, 
" and that is your only fault." 

" Then I am a most faultless person, and I only wish 
I could return the compliment to Metrodorus, but his 
lip curls too much, and his cheeks are too apt to kindle." 

^^ I know it, I know it," said llae 9c\io\M, ^ 
'' Then why not mend it T' 
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^'Because I amoot atall sure^but that it is betterun- 
mended. If you would but turn more fiercely upon 
your enemies, or let me do so for you, they would re- 
spect you more, for they would feax you more." 

^^ But as I am not a god, nor a king, nor a soldier, I 
bave no claim to fear ; and as I am a philosopher) 
I have no wish for iU Then, as to respect, do 
you really think yourself more worthy of it than your 
master?" 

"Nay," said Metrodorus, blushing, "that is too severe 
a rub." 

" Grant that it was merited. No, no, my son, wo 
will convince all we can, we will silence as few as pos- 
sible, and we will terrify none."^ 

" Remember the exit of Timocrates," said Theon, 
" was not that made in terror ?" 

" Yes ; but it was the work of his conscience, not of 
my eyes ; if the first had been silent, I imagine he would 
have stood the last very well." 

" Do not name the wretch," cried Metrodorus, indig- 
nantly. " Oh, my young Corinthian, did you know all 
the patience and forbearance that his master had shown 
towards him, all the pains he took with him, the gentle- 
ness with which he admonished him, the seriousness 
with which he warned him, the thousand times that he 
forgave him \ and then, at lastj^when he dared to in- 
sult his master's adopted child, the lovely Hedeia,- and ^^- 
the indignant disciples thrust Bim fi-om the gardens, he 
goes to our enemies, the enemies of his master, and feeds 
their maUce with infernal Ues. Curses of the furies on 
the wretch!" 

" Fie ! how darest thou ?" said Epicurus, thrusting 
his scholar indignantly from Vmti, ^'^ ^V^ ^jans^S^ nss^- 
worthy of a man, how much, tken oi ^XsisSsiKt'^- ^^^ 
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and recdlect thyself, my son !" softening his voice, as 
he saw a tear in Metrodorus's eye. ^< The Corinthian 
will acc<»npany you to the gardens ; I will join you 
when I have concluded this treatise." 

Metrodorus took the arm of Theon, and they left the 
apartment. 



-0 
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^ Do not P said Metrodoras to Theon, " lake me as 
the best sample of the pupils of Epicurus. We are not 
ftD so hot-brained and hot-tongued." 

" Nay !" returned his companion, " I am too young 
in philosophy to blame your warmth. In your place, I 
should have been as hot myself." 

" I am glad to hear it. I like you the better for the 
eentiment. But the sun scorches dreadfully, let us seek 
shelter." 

They turned into a thicket, and proceeding some way, 
caught on the still air the notes of a flute. They ad- 
vanced, and came to a beautiful bank of verdure, bor- 
dered by the river, and shadowed by a group of thick 
and wide-spreading oaks. " It is Leontium," said Me- 
trodorus. " No other in Attica can breathe the flute so 
sweetly." They turned one of the trunks, and found 
her lying on the turf ; her shoulder leaning against a 
tree, and her figure raised on one elbow. Beside her 
was seated the black-eyed girl, whom Theon had be- 
fore seen; her taper fingers twining into a wreath the 
scented flowers, which were lightly thrown into her lap 
by the gay Sofiron, who stood at some distance among 
the shrubs. 

" Enough ! enough I" said lYie genXXa mcJvi^ ^\^^ ^^^ 
its the youth shook down in dao^ex^ \Jafc Vsssi^ ^es^ss^ 
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nectareous odours of the over-ripe blossoms. " Enough ! 
enough ! stay thy hand, thou heedless ravager !'' 

" Thank thee for thy words, although they chide me," 
ssdd the boy, letting go the bough which he had just 
seized, with a bound, light as that of the shrub when it 
sprung upward from his hand. ^< Thou hast but one 
feeling in thy soul, Boidion ; and thy nature beUes the 
sunny clime which saw its birth. Friendship is all to 
thee, and that friendship is but for one." 

" In truth, thou repayest his cares but coldly," said 
Leontium, taking the pipe from her mouth, and smiling 
on the dark-haired maiden. 

'^ But I repay not thine coldly," said Boidion, kissing 
the hand of her friend. 

" I am well punished for the neglect of my morning's 
lecture," said Sofron, impatiently, as he snatched his 
book from the ground, and turned away. 

" Part not in anger, brother !" exclaimed Boidion. 
But the youth had vanished, and in his place Metrodo- 
rus and Theon stood before her. 

The startled girl was about to rise, when Leontium, 
laying her hand on her arm, " Rest thee, thou timid 
&,wn," and the maiden resumed her seat. 

" I rejoice," said Theon, as he placed himself with 
Metrodorus by the side of Leontium, and took up the 
pipe which had fallen from her hand ; " I rejoice to find 
this little instrument restored to Athens." 

" Say not restored to Athens," returned Leontium, 
" only admitted into the garden. I doubt our vain 
youth still remember the curse of Alcibiades, and look- 
ing in their mirror, vow that none but fools would play 
on it." 

'" This recalls to me," said Theon, " that I have heard, 
among the various reports concermng \Xaft gpx^<ea cxa* 
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rent in the months of the Athenians, very contradictory 
ones as to the place allowed in it to the sdences and libe- 
ral arts, and to music in particular." 

" I suppose," said Metrodorus, "that you heard our 
whole em^oyment was eating, drinking, and rioting in 
all licentiousness." 

" True, I did hear so ; and I fear I must confess, half 
believed it. But I also heard your licentiousness de- 
scribed in various ways ; sometimes as grossly sensual, 
enlivened by no elegances of art ; veiled, adorned, if I 
may use the expression, by no refinement. In short, 
that Epicurus laughed as well at the fine arts as the 
grave sciences. From others, again, I learnt that music, 
dancing, pfetry, and painting, were pressed into the ser- 
vice of his philosophy ; that Leontium strung the lyre^ 
Metrodorus the harp, Hedeia moved in the dance, Boi- 
dbn raised the song to Venus ; that his halls were co 
vered with voluptuous pictures, the walks of his garden 
lined with indecent statues." 

" And you may now perceive the truth,'' replied M&» 
trodorus, " with your own eyes and earsw" 

^' But," said Leontium, " the young Corinthian may 
be curious to know the sentiments of our master, and bis 
advice regarding the pursuit of the sciences and the libe- 
^ arts. Ao«n readfly perceive," addressing herself to 
i%p|# the origin of the two contradictory reports yoa 
have just mentioned. The first you would hear from 
the followers of Aristippus, who, though not acknow- 
ledging the name, follow the tenets of his philosophy, 
and have long been very nimierous in our degenerate 
city. These, because Epicurus recommends but a mode- 
rate culture of those arts, which by them are too often 
made the elegant incentives Ui ^c«ii\\csQa ^^ssaasoj^^ ^^Ri- 
cuse bim of neglecting tiienx dto%«i^«.* ^V^ ^s^\sfi^ 
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and other austere dects, who condemn all that ministeiB 
to the luxury, ^ase, or recreation of man, exaggerate his 
moderate use of these arts into a vicious encouragem^it 
of voluptuousness and effeminacy. You will perceive, 
therefore, that between the two reports lies the truth. 
Every innocent recreation is permitted in the garden; 
It is not poetry, but licentious poetry, that Epicurus con- 
demns ; not music, but voluptuous music ; not painting, 
but licentious pictures ; not dancing, but loose gestures. 
Yet thus he displeases alike the profligate and the aus* 
tere ; for these he is too moderate, and for those too severe. 
With regard to the sciences, if it be said, that they are 
neglected among us, I do not say that our master, though 
himself versed in them, as in all other branches of know- 
ledge, greatly recommends them to our study. But 
that they are not unknown, let Polyoenus be evidence, 
fie, one of the most amiable men of our school, and one 
most highly fevoured by our master, you must have 
heard mentioned throughout Greece as a profound geo- 
metrician.'' 

" Yes," replied Theon ; " but I have also heard, that 
since entering the garden, he has ceased to respect his 
science." 

" I am not aware of that," said Leontium, " though I 
believe he no longer devotes to it all his ti^pe, and all 
his faculties. Epicurus called him from his diSigrams, 
to open to him the secrets of physics, and the beauties 
of ethics ; to show him the springs of human action, and 
lead him to the study of the human mind. He taught 
him, that any single study, however useful and noble in 
itself, was yet unworthy the entire employ of a curious 
and powerful intellect ; that the man who pursued one 
line of knowledge, to the exclusion oi o\\vGt^, \\iwx^\l<^ 
should follow it up to its very head, ^ovM w^Nct Xsfe 
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^iheat learned or wise : that he who pursues knowledge 
should think no branch of it unworthy attention ; least 
of all, should he confine it to those which are unconnect- 
ed with the business, and add nothing to the pleasures of 
life ; that further not our acquaintance with ourselves, 
nor our fellows ; that tend not to enlarge the sphere of 
our affections, to multiply our ideas and sensations, nor 
extend the scope of our enquiries. On this ground, he 
blamed the devotion of PolyoBUus to a science that leads 
to other truths than those of virtue, to other study than 
that of man." 

"I am obliged to you for the explanation," said Theon; 
" not because I could any longer have given credit to the 
absurd reports of your master's enemies ; but because, 
whatever opens to me the character and opinions of such 
a man, interests and improves me." 

" You will find this," said Metrodorus, " the more you 
consider them. The life of Epicurus is a lesson of wis- 
dom. It is by example, even more than precept, that he 
guides his disciples. Without issuing commands, he 
rules despotically. His wishes are divined, and obeyed 
as laws ; his opinions are repeated as oracles ; his doc- 
trines adopted as demonstrated truths. All is unanimity 
in the garden. "We are a family of brothers, of which 
Epicurus is the father. And I say not this in praise of; 
the scholars, but the master. Many of us have had bad 
habits, many of us evil propensities, many of us violent 
passions. That our habits are corrected, our propensi- 
ties changed, our passions restrained, lies all with Epi- 
curus. What I myself owe him, none but myself 
know. The giddy follower of Ucentious pleasure, the 
headstrong victim of my passions, he has made me taste 
of the sweets of innocence,rand brought me into the calm 
of philosophy. It is thus — ^Oa»s, \s^ i«iA<sc«NS|,\is.\jKs§^\ 
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that he la3rs us at his feet — ^thus that he gains, and hoidd 
the empire of our minds — ^thus that by proving himself 
our friend, he secures our respect, our submission, and 
our love. He cannot but know his power, yet he exerts 
it in no other way, than to mend our Uves, or to keep 
them innocent. In argiunent, as you may have ob- 
served, he always seeks to convince rather than sway. 
He is as free from arrogance as from duplicity ; he 
would neither force an opinion on the mind, nor conceal 
from it a truth. Ask his advice, and it is ever ready — 
his opinion, and he gives it clearly. Free from prejudice 
himself, he is tender to that of otheis ; yet no fear of 
censure, or desire of popularity, ever leads, him to hu- 
mour it, either in his lessons or his writings. Candour, 
as you have already remarked, is the prominent feature 
of his mind ; it is the crown of his perfect character. I 
say this, my young Corinthian, who know him. His 
soul, indeed, is open to all ; but I have aj^roached very 
near it, and considered its inmost recesses. Yes, I am 
proud to say it — ^I am one of those he has drawn most 
closely into his intimacy. With aU my imperfections 
and errors, he has adopted me as a son ; and, inferior as 
I am in years, wisdom, and virtue, he deigns to call me 
his friend." 

Tears here filled the eyes of the scholar ; he seemed 
about to resume, when a slight sound made the party 
turn their heads, and they saw the master at their side. 
" Do not rise, my children, I will seat myself among 
you." Theon perceived he had heard the closing sen- 
tence of Metrodorus, for the water glistened in his eyes 
as he fixed them tenderly upon him. " Thanks, my 
son, for this tribute of thy gratitude ; I have heard thy 
eulogy, and I accept it joyfdUy. \a\. ^ Tftaw " awd he 
turned his eye upon Theon, " be a\>o\e fiaX-Xerj^ \svA.\^x 
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not a sage be above praise. He that is so is either ar- 
rogant or insincere. For myself, I own that the com- 
mendations of my friends fills me with triumph, as the 
assurance of their affection does with satis&ction. The 
approbation of our familiars, who are with us in our se- 
cret hours, hear our private converse, know the habits of 
our lives, and the bent of our dispositions, is, or should 
be to us, far more pleasing and triumphant than the 
shouts of a multitude, or the worship of the world." 

There was a pause of some minutes, when Leonthim 
took up the word. " I have been explaining, though 
very shortly and imperfectly, your views concerning the 
studies most proper to be pursued by men. I believe the 
Corinthian has some curiosity on this point." 
Theon assented. 

" Knowledge," said the master, " is the best riches that 
man can possess. Without it, he is a brute ; with it, he 
is a god. But Uke happiness, he often pursues it with- 
out finding it ; or, at best, obtains of it but an imperfect 
glimpse. It is not that the road to it is either dark or 
difficult, but that he takes a wrong one ; or if he enters 
on the right, he does so unprepared for the journey 
Now he thinks knowledge one with erudition, and shut- 
ting himself up in his closet, he cons all the lore of anti- 
quity ; he fathoms the sciences, heaps up in his memo- 
ry all the sayings of the dead, and reckoning the value 
of his acquisitions by the measure of the time and labour 
he hath expended on them, he is satisfied he hath reach- 
ed his end, and from his retirement, looking down upon 
his more ignorant, because less learned brethren, he calls 
them children and barbarians. But, alas ! learning is 
not wisdom, nor will books give understanding. Again, 
Ae teA^es a more inviting road : \ietvx^«^\x^'^^'^^'5^ 
heroUa down the stream of p\easv3cce\ \ia cjW35\&^5oLO<st^®&^ 

8 
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of popularity ; he unravels or weaves the riddles of in- 
trigue ; he humours the passions of his fellows, and rises 
upon them to name and power. Then, laughing at the 
oreduUty, ignorance, and vice, he hath set his thronf 
upon, he says, that to know the world is the only know- 
ledge, and to see to dupe it, is to be wise. Yet know- 
ledge of the world is not knowledge of man, nor to tri- 
umph in the passions of others, is not to triumph over 
our own. No, my sons, that only is real, is sterling 
knowledge, which goes to make us better and happier 
men, and which fits us to assist the virtue and haj^iness 
of others. All learning is useful, all the sciences are 
curious, all the arts are beautiful ; but more useful, mcHre 
curious, and more beautiful, is the perfect knowledge 
and perfect government of ourselves. Though a man 
should read the heavens, unravel their laws and their 
revolutions ; though he should dive into the mysteries 
of matter, and expound the phenomena of earth and air; 
though he should be conversant with all the writings, 
and the sayings, and the actions of the dead ; though he 
should hold the pencil of Parrhasius, the chisel of Poly- 
cletes, or the lyre of Pindar ; though he should do one 
or all of these things, yet know not the secret springs of 
his own mind, the foundation of his opinions, the mo- 
tives of his actions ; if he hold not the rein over his pas- 
sions ; if he have not cleared the mist of all prejudices 
from his understanding ; if he have not rubbed off all 
intolerance from his judgments; if he know not to 
weigh his own actions, and the actions of others, in the 
balance of justice — ^that man hath not knowledge ; nor, 
though he be a man of science, a man of learning, or 
an artist, he is not a sage. He must yet sit down, pa* 
tienty at the feet of philosophy. With all hia k^xixiici^^ 
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hd hath yet to learn, and, perhaps a harder task, he 
hath to unlearn." 

The master here paused, but the ears of Theon still 
hung upon his lips. <' Do not cease," he exclaimed ; "I 
could listen to you through eternity." 

" I cannot promise to declaim quite so long," return- 
ed the sage, smiling. '^ But if you wish it, we will fol- 
low out the topic when we have joined our other friends." 

They rose, and bent their st^ to the public walk. 
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Epicurus stood in the midst of the expectant scholars. 
" My sons," he said, " why do you enter the garden ? Is 
it to seek happiness, or to seek virtue and knowledge? 
Attend, and I will show you that in finding one, you 
shall find the three. To be happy, we must be virtuous ; 
and when we are virtuous, we are wise. Let us then 
begin : and first, let us for a while hush our passions 
into slumber, forget our prejudices, and cast away our 
vanity and our pride. Thus patient and modest, let us 
come to the feet of philosophy ; let us say to her, * Be- 
hold us, scholars and children, gifl;ed by nature with fa- 
culties, affections, and passions. Teach us their use 
and their guidance. Show us how to turn them to ac- 

, count — how best to make them conduce to our ease, 
and minister to our enjoyment.' 

" ' Sons of earth,' says the Deity, ' you have spoken 
wisely ; you feel that you are gifted by nature with fa- 
culties, affections, and passions ; and you perceive that 
on the right exertion and direction of these depends 
your well-being. It does so. Your affections both of 
soul and body may be shortly reduced to two, pleasure 
and pain ; the one troublesome, and the other agreea- 
ble. It is natural and befitting, therefore, that you 
shun pain, and desire and follow after pleasure. Set 
y^rtA then on the pursuit; but ere you 8tort.,\>^«vttfe\3aal 

Jthin the right road, and that you Yiave ^oux e^^ oa 
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thb true object. Ferlect pleasure, wbich is happineds, 
you win have attaine4 when you have brought ytor 
bodies cuad souls injto a state of satisfied tranquillity. To 
arrive at this, much previous exertion is requisite ; yet 
exertion, not violent, only constant and even. And 
first, the body, with its passions and appetites, de^ 
mands gratification and indulgence. But beware ! for 
here are the hidden rocks which may shipwreck your 
bark on^its passage, and shut you out for ever firom the 
haven of repose. Provide yourselves then with a skill- 
ed pilot, who may steer you through the Scylla and 
Charybdis of your carnal aSections, and point t^e steady 
helm through the deep waters of your passions. Behold 
her ! it is Prudence, the mother of the virtues, and the 
handmaid of wisdom. Ask, and she will tell you, that 
gratification will give new edge to the hunger of your 
appetites, and that the storm of the passions shall kindle 
with indulgence. Ask, and she will tell you, that sen- 
sual pleasure is pain covered with the mask of happi- 
ness. Behold she strips it from her &ce, and reveals ' 
the features of disease, disquietude, and remorse. Asi^ 
and she will tell you, that haj^iness is not found in tu- 
mult, but tranquiUity ; and that, not the tranquillity of 
indolence and inaction, but of a healthy contentment of 
soul and body. Ask, and she will tell you, that a Aop- 
pf/ life is like neither to a roaring torrent, nor a stctg- 
nant pool, but to a placid and crystal stream, that 
flows gently and silently along. And now Prudence 
shall bring to you the lovely train of the virtues. Tem- 
perance, throwing a bridle on your desires, shaU gradu- 
ally subdue and annihilate those whose present indul- 
gence would only bring future evil ; and others more 
necesBaiy and more innocent^ ^e ^^^^\.\i«s^^*s^s^ 
to such becoming moderation^ ^a ^Sosi!^ ^x^m^o^.^^^^ 

8* 



90 A FEW DATS tjf ATHENS. 

quiet to the soul, and injtnrjr to die body. Fc^titude 
shall strengthen you to bear those diseases which evea 
temperance may not be efficbnt to prevent ; those af- 
ffictions which fete may level at you ; those persecutions 
which the fidly or malice of man may invent It shall 
fit you to bear all things, to conquer fear, and to meet 
death. Justice shall give you security among your fel- 
lows, and satisfaction in your own breasts. Generosity 
shall endear you to others, and sweeten your own nature 
to yourselves. Gentleness shall take the sting from the 
malice of your enemies, and make you extract double 
sweet from the kindness of friends. Gratitude shall 
lighten the burden of obligation, or render it even plea- 
sant to bear. Friend^ip shall put the crown on your 
security and your joy. With these, and yet more vir- 
tues, shall prudence surround you. And, thus attended, 
hold on your course in confidence) and moor yovo£ barks 
in the haven of repose.' 

" Thus says Philosophy, my sons, and says she not 

■^ ; wisely ? Tell us, ye who have tried the slippery padis 

^I'lieentibusness, who have given the rein to y^ur pa»» 

^sions, and sought pleasure in the lap of voluptuousness ; 

tell usj did ye find her there ? No, ye did not, or ye 

wouM not now enquire of her fi-bm Epicurus. Comey 

then, Phflosophy hath shown ye the way. Throw off 

your oM habits, wash impurity fi-om your hearts ; take 

up the bridle of your passions ] govern yotff minds, and 

be hapf^. And ye, my sons, to whom all things are 

yet new ; whose passions, yet in the bud, have never led 

you to pain and regret ^ ye who have yet to begin yoiur 

career, come ye also ! Phflosophy hath shown ye the 

way. Keep your hearts innocent, hold the bridle (tf 

yowpoBdonB, govern your minds, tmd \)e W^^ . B\s^ 

nijrsons, jnetbinka I hear you say, ^ "YouYkSNe Awywxi 
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US the virtues rather as modifiers and correctors of evil, 
than as the givws of actual and perfect good. Happi- 
tiess, you tell us, consists in ease of body and mind ; yet 
temperance cannot secure the former from disease, nor 
can all the virtues united ward aflSiction from the latter.' 
True, my children, Philo8(q)hy cannot change the laws 
of nature ; but she may teach us to accommodate to 
them. She cannot annul pain ; but she ean arm us to 
bear it. And though the evils of fiite be many, are not 
the evils of man^s coining more? Nature afflicts us 
with disease; but for once that it is the infliction of na- 
ture, ninety-nine times it is the consequence of our own 
folly. Nature levels us vdth death ; but how mild is 
the death of nature, with Philosophy to spread the pil- 
low, and friendship to take the last sigh, to the protract- 
ed agonies of debauchery, subduing the body by inches, 
while Philosophy is not there to give strength, nor friend- 
ship consolation, but while the flames of fever are heated 
by impatience, and the stings of pain envenomed by re- 
morse ! And tell me, my sons, when the body of the 
sage is stretched on the couch of pain, hath he not his 
mind to minister delight to him? Hath he not con-« 
science whispering that his present evil is not chargea- 
ble to his own past folly, but to the laws of nature, which 
no eflfort or foresight of his could have prevented ? Hath 
he not memory to bring to him past pleasures, the plea- 
sures of a well-spent Ufe, on which he may feed ev^n 
while pain racks his members, and fever consumes his 
vitals ? Or, what if agony overpower his frame, and 
cripple his lacultiba, is there not death at hand to reach 
him deUverance ? Here, then, is death, that giant of 
terror, acting as a friend. But does he interrupt our en- 
joyments as well as oui saffetvoigB'i kxASs^ >^ \ssL'^ss5a 
ve fear bim ? Ought we n^ ittXSafcx \ft x«ifw:^^»8isi% 
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that the day of life has its bright and its clouded hoox^ 
that we axe laid to sleep while the sun of joy yet shinesi 
before the storm of &te has broken our tranquiUity, or 
the evening of age bedimmed our prospect? Deaths 
then, is never our foe. Wh^i not a friend, he cannot 
be worse than indifferent. Fhr while we are, death i3 
not ; and when death is, we are not. To be wise, 
then, death is nothing. Examine the ills of life ; are 
they not of our own creation, or take they not their dark- 
est hues from our passions or our ignorance? What is 
poverty, if we have temperance, and can be satisfied 
with a crust, and a draught from the spring? — ^if we 
have modesty, and can wear a woollen garment as gladly 
as a tyxian robe ? What is slander, if we have no vani- 
ty that it can wound, and no anger that it can kindle? 
What is neglect, if we have no ambition that it can dis- 
appoint, and no pride that it can mortify? What is 
persecution, if we have our own bosoms in which to re- 
tire, and a spot of earth to sit down and rest upon ? 
What is death, when without superstition to clothe him 
with terrors, we can cover our heads, and go to sleep in 

•his arms ? What a list of human calamities are here 
expunged — poverty, slander, neglect, disappointment, 
persecution, death. What yet remains? Disease? 
That, too, we have shown temperance can often shun, 
and Philosophy can always alleviate. But there is yel 
a pain, which the wisest and the best of men cannot 
escape ; that all of us, my sons, have felt, or have to feel. 
Do not your hearts whisper it ? Do you not tell me, 
that in death there is yet a sting ? That ere he aim at 
us, he may level the beloved of our soul ? The father, 
whose tender care hath reared our infant minds— the 

brother, whom the same breast harti tiovvns\\e^, tj-xidLXltia 
^me roof sheltered, with whom, Bide \>y svAfc,^e\L«?m 
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own like two plants by a river, sucking life from the 
me fountain and strength from the same sun — the 
ild whose gay prattle delights our ears, or whose open* 
^ understanding fixes our hopes — the friend of our 
oice, with whom we have exchanged hearts, and 
ared all our pains and pleasures, whose eye hath re- 
cted the tear of s}mipathy, whose hand hath smoothed 
3 couch of sickness. Ah ! my sons, here is indeed a 
in — a pain that cuts into the soul. There are mas- 
8 who will tell you otherwise ; who will tell you that 
is unworthy of a man to mourn even, here. But such, 
J sons, speak not the truth of experience or philoso- 
y, but the subtleties of sophistry and pride. He who 
lis not the k)ss, hath never felt the possession. He 
10 knows not the grief, hath never known the joy. 
e the price of a friend in the duties we render him, 
d the sacrifices we make to him, and which, in 
iking, we count not sacrifices, but pleasures. We 
TOW for his sorrow ; we supply his wants, or, if we 
anot, we share them. We follow him to exile. We 
se ourselves in his prison ; we soothe him in sickness ; 
\ strengthen him in death : nay, if it be possible, we 
:ow down our life for his. Oh ! what a treasure is 
It for which we do so much ! And is it forbidden us 
mourn its loss ? If it be,, the power is not with us to 
jy. Should we, then, to avoid the evil, forego the 
3d ? Shall we shut love from our hearts, that we 
ly not feel the pain of his departure ? No ; happi- 
3S forbids it. Experience forbids it. Let him who 
th laid on the pyre the dearest of his soul, who hath 
Lshed the urn with the bitterest tears of grief — ^let him 
r if his heart hath ever formed the wish that it had 
ver shrined within klwoi vj\xom \^fo ^^^ ^^^W^. 
bim say if the pleasuxea ol \5aft «^^\. ^\s3C£sssssiKs«i.^ 
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his former days doth not still UVe in his femsttSon^mi^ 
If he love not to recall the image of the depaited^ tha 
tones of his voice, the words of his discourse, the deeds of 
his kindness, the amiable virtues of his life. If, whili$ 
he weeps the loss of his friend, he smiles not to think 
that he once possessed him. He who knows not fri^sd- 
ship, knows not the purest pleasure of earth. Yet if 
fate deprive us of it, though we grieve, we do not sink ; 
Philosq)hy is still at hand, and she upholds us with fot* 
titude. And think, my sons, perhaps in the very evil 
we dread, there is a good ; perhaps the very uncertaintjr 
of the tenure gives it value in our eyes ; perhaps all our 
pleasures take their zest from the known possibility of 
their interruption. What were the glories of the sun, if 
we knew not the gloom of darkness? What the re* 
freshing breezes of morning and evening, if we felt not 
the fervours of noon ? Should we value the lovely flower, 
if it bloomed eternally ; or the luscious fruit, if it hung 
always on the bough ? Are not the smiles of the hea- 
vens more beautiful in contrast with their frowns, and 
the delights of the seasons more grateful from their vi- 
cissitudes ? Let us then be slow to blame nature, for 
perhaps in her apparent errors there is hidden vnsdom. 
Let us not quarrel with fate, for perhaps in our evils lie 
the seeds of our good. Were our body never subject to 
sickness, we might be insensible to the joy of healths 
Were our life eternal, our tranquillity might sink into 
inaction. Were our friendship not threatened vyith in- 
terruption, it might want much of its tenderness. This, 
then, my sons, is our duty, for this is our interest and 
our happiness ; to seek our pleasures from the hands of 
the virtues, and for the pain which may befiill us, to 
submit to it with patience, or bear up ago^x^ iX-^xkicsi* 
titude. To wcUk^ in slwrt^ through life imu>ceiali| and. 
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iranquiUy ; and to look on death as its gentle termir 
nation^ which it becomes tis to meet with ready minds^ 
neither regretting the past^nor anxiotcsfor the future J^ 
The sage had scarcely ceased, when a scholar ad- 
vanced from the crowd, and bowing his head with reve- 
rence, stooped and touched the knees of his master. 
'^ Refuse not my homage," he said, << nor call the ex- 
pression of it presumptuous.'' Epicurus raised him in 
his arms. ^' Colotes, I am mose proud of the homage 
of thy young mind, than I should be of that of the as- 
sembled crowds of Oljrmpia. May thy master, my 
son, never lose his power over it, as I feel that he will 
never abuse it." 
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The sun had far declined from his meridian, yet no 
cool breeze tempered the fervours of the heat. The air 
was chained in oppressive stillness, when suddenly a 
bustling wind shook the trees, and a low growling re- 
verberated round the horizon. The scholars retired be- 
fore the threatening storm ; but Theon, his ear still filled 
with the musical voice of the sage, and his heart imbued 
with his gentle precepts, lingered to feed alone upon the 
thoughts they had awakened in him. " How mad is 
the folly of man," he said, as he threw his back against 
a tree. " Professing to admire wisdom and love virtue, 
and yet ever persecuting and slandering both. How 
vain is it to look for credit by teaching truth, or to seek 
fame by the road of virtue !" 

" Thy regret is idle, my son," said a well known 
voice in his ear. 

" Oh ! my guardian spirit !" cried the startled youth — 
« Is it you ?" 

" I Hnger," said the Gargettian, " to watch the ap- 
proach of the storm, and I suppose you do the same." 

" No," returned the youth ; " I hardly heeded the 
heavens." 

" They are singular, however, at this moment" 
Theon looked where the sage pointed ; a dark mass of 
vapours was piled upon the head oi "BynieOcwa^ itcsov 
wA/ch two colamnsy shooUng foilVi ^e \Jci^\st^xiOaft» ^i 
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some giant oak, spread themselves over the sky. The 
opposing smi, fast travelling to the horizon, looked red 
through the heated atmosphere, and flashed a deep glare 
on their murky sides. Soon half the landscape was 
blackened with the sinking clouds, that each moment 
increasing in bulk and density, seemed to touch the bo- 
som of the earth. The western half glowed with a bril- 
liant light, hke molten gold. The distant outline was 
marked with a pencil of fire, while the gardens and vil- 
las that speckled the plain, seemed illuminated in ju- 
bilee. 

" See," said the sage, stretching his hand towards the 
gilded scene ; " see the image of that fame which is not 
founded in virtue. Thus bright may it shine for a mo- 
ment, but the cloud of obUvion or infamy comes fast to 
cover its glory." 

" Is it so ?" said Theon. " Do not the vile of the 
earth fill the tongues of men, and are not the noble for- 
gotten ? Does not the titled murderer inscribe his name 
on the tablets of eternity, with the sword which is dipped 
in the blood of his fellows ? And does not the man who 
has spent his youth, and manhood, and age, in the courts 
of wisdom — ^who has planted peace at the hearth, and 
given truth to the rising age, does he not go down to the 
grave in silence, his bones unhonoured, and his name 
forgotten ?" 

^^ Possibly his name ; but, if he have planted peace at 
the hearth, and' given truth to the rising age, surely not 
his better part — ^his virtues. Do not confound noise with 
fame. The man who is remembered, is not always ho- 
noured ; and reflect, what a man toils for, that probably 
will he win. The titled murderer, who weaves his fiEite 
with that of empires, will with them go down to i^OBtAtl- 
ty. The Boge^ who does Yiia ^cn^Lm^Qcys^ ^^ssorr^^ 

9 
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tirement, unobserved in his own generation, will pass 
into the silence of the grave, unknown to the future." 

" But suppose he be known. How few worshippers 
should crowd to his shrine, and what miUions to that of 
the other !" 

" And those few, my son, who are they ? The wise 
of the earth, the enlightened patriot, the discerning phi- 
losopher. And who are the millions ? The ignorant, 
the prejudiced, and the idle. Nor yet, let us so wrong 
the reason of our species, as to say, that they always 
give honour to the mischievous rather than the useful — ► 
giatitude to their oppressors, rather than their benefactor* 
In instances they may be blind, but in the gross they 
are just. The splendour of action, the daring of enter- 
prise, or the gUtter of majesty, may seize their imagina- 
tion, and so drown their judgment ; but never is it the 
tyranny of power, the wantonness of cruelty, the bru- 
tality of vice, which they adore, any more than it is the 
innocence and usefulness of virtue, which they despise. 
The united experience of mankind has pronounced vir- 
tue to be the great good : nay, so universal is the con- 
viction, that even those who insult her in their practicCi 
bow to her in their understanding. Man is for the most 
part more fool than knave, more weak than depraved in 
action, more ignorant than vicious in judgment ; and 
seldom is he so weak and so ignorant, as not to see his 
ov/n interest, and value him who promotes it. But say, 
that he often slanders the virtuous, and persecutes the 
wise ; he does it more in error than from depravity. He 
is credulous, and on the report of malice, takes virtue for 
hypocrisy ; — ^he is superstitious, and some of the truths 
of wisdom appear to bim profane. Say he does homage 
io vice — you will find when he does \l, Yi^^V^^iaxc^ hsK 
^ be virtue. HypocriBj has masked Yiet ftfcfcxrc^lf^ at 
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taleat decked her with beauty. Is here, then^ subject 
fix wrath? Rather, surely, for cc»npassioii. Is here 
matter for disgust ? Bath^, surdy, for exertion. The 
dark^ the ignorance, the more pcdiae to the sage who 
dispels it ; — ^the deeper the prejudice, more feme to the 
courage which braves it. But may the courage be vain? 
May the sage fall the victim of the ignorance he com- 
bats? He may; he often has. But ere he engage, 
knows he not the risk? The risk is to himself ; the 
profit to mankind. To a benevolent soul, the odds is 
worth the throw ; and though it be against him at the 
present, he may win it in the future. The sage, whose 
vision is cleared from the mists of prejudice, can stretch 
it over the existing age, to the kindling horizon of the 
succeeding, and see, perhaps, unborn generations weep- 
ing the injustice of their fathers, and worshipping those 
truths which they condemned. Or is it otherwise? 
Lives he in the old age of the world, and does he see the 
stream of time flowing through a soil yet more rank with 
prejudice and evil ? Say, then — ^were the praise of such 
a world a fit object of his ambition, or shall he be jealous 
of the fame which ignorance yields to the unworthy ? 
But any way, my son, it is not the voice of fame that 
we should seek in the practice of virtue, but the peace of 
self-satisfaction. The object of the sage is to make him- 
self independent of all that he cannot command within 
himself. Yet, when I speak of independence, I mean 
not indifference ; while we make ourselves sufiicient for 
ourselves, we need not forget the crowd about us. We 
are not wise in the contempt of others, but in calm ap- 
probation of ourselves." 

" Still dost thou droop thy head, my son ?" said the 
gentle philosopher, laying a bstxyii on ^<i ^<3sS^^ ^'^ks^ 
young friend. 
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^' Your words sink deep into my soul," replied Theon; 
" yet they have not chased the melancholy they found 
there. I have not such a world in myself as to be in- 
dependent of that about me, nor can I forgive the of- 
fences of my fellows, merely because they commit them 
from ignorance. Nay, is not their very ignorance often 
a crime, when the voice of truth is whispering in their 
ear?" 

" And if they do not hear her whisper in the one ear, 
it is because prejudice is crying aloud into the other." 

" Prejudice ! I hate prejudice," said Theon. 

" And so do I," said the master. 

" Yes, but I am provoked with it." 

" I suspect that will not remove the evil." 

" Nothing will remove it. It is inherent in men's 
nature." 

" Then as we are men, it may be inherent in ours. 
Trust me, my son, it is better to correct ourselves, than 
to find fault with our neighbours." 

" But is it not allowed to do both ? Can we help 
seeing the errors of the world in which we Uve, and see- 
ing, can we help being angry at them ?" 

" Certainly not the seeing them, but I hope, very pos- 
sibly, the being angry with them. He that loses temper 
with the folly of others, shows that he has folly himself 
In which case they have as much right to complain of 
his, as he of theirs. And have I not been trying to 
show you, that when you are wise you will be independ- 
ent of all that you cannot command within yourself? 
You say you are not so now. I admit it, but when you 
are wise you will be so. And till you are wise, you 
have surely no title to quarrel with another's ignorglnce." 

^^I can never he independent of my fnenda " xfeXxnTtiRA 
Tbeon. ^^ I must ever feel the injustke dou^ \o \Safcia.. 
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though I might be regardless of that which affected 
merely myself 

*^ Why so ? What would enable you to disregard 
that done to yourself?" 

" Conscious innocence. Pride, if you wilL Contempt 
of the folly and ignorance of my judges." 

" Well, and are you less conscious of the innocence 
C3f your friend ? If you are, where is your indignation ? 
And if you are not, have you less pride for him than for 
yourself? Do you respect that folly and ignorance in 
his judges, that you despise in your own." 

" I believe it will not stand argument," said Theon* 
" But you must forgive me if, when I contemplate Epi- 
curus, I feel indignant .at the slander which dares to 
breathe upon his purity." 

" And do you think you were yourself an object of 
indignation, when you spoke of him as a monster i)f 
vice ?» 

« Yes, I feel I was." 

" But he felt otherwise," said the master^ " and which, 
think you, is likely to feel most wisely ?" 

" Ah ! I hope it is Epicurus," said the youth, snatch- 
ing his instructor's hand. This conversation was here 
interrupted by the bursting of the storm. The fire flash- 
ed round the horizon, the thunder cracked over the ze- 
nith, and the first big drops fell firom the burdened 
clouds. "We are near the Temple," said the sage, " let 
us seek shelter under its portico. We may watch the 
storm there, without a wet skin." They had hardly 
gained it, when the rain poured down in torrents. Ilis- 
8US, whom the burning sun had of late faded into a fee- 
Ue rfll, soon filled and overflowed his bed '^ wave aA.e^ 
w&vej in sudden &well, came loorai^^oTrcv^^^^^^^^^^*^^ 
&Bt burst to life from the wom\i ol \aa ^5«x«o^- ^^^^^^ 
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tain. But the violence of the storm soon spent its 
strength. Already the thunder broke with longer in- 
tervals, and a faint Ught, like the opening of morning, 
gleamed over the western heavens. At length the sun 
cleared his barrier of clouds. He stood on the verge of 
the waves, and shot his level rays over the blazing Sa- 
lamis and the glistering earth. The sage stood with his 
young friend in silent admiration, when the eye of the 
latter was attracted by a horseman, who came full gal- 
lop over the plain, directly towards them. The object 
of his attention had nearly reached the river, when he 
perceived the rider to be a female. The swift feet of 
the steed now touched the opposing brink. "Great 
Jove, he will not attempt the passage," exclaimed the 
youth, as she sprung towards the river. " Stop, stop," 
he cried. She checked the rein, but too late. The 
animal, accustomed to the passage, and blinded by speed, 
plunged into the flood. Theon tore his robe from his 
shoulders, and was about to make the plunge on his 
fiide, when he wa« grasped by Epicurus. 

" Be not rash. The horse is strong, and the rider 
skilful.^' The voice that uttered these words was calm 
and distinct, but its wonted music was changed into the 
deep tone of suppressed horror. Even at that moment, 
the accent struck Theon's ear. 

" Do you know her? Is she your friend? Is she 
dear to you? If so" — ^he made another effort to throw 
himself forward, but was still restrained by Epicurus. 
He looked into the philosopher's face. There was no 
motion in it, save a quivering round the mouth, while 
the eyes were fixed in aching gaze on the struggling 
animal. He breasted the water midway, when seem- 
^gly frightened at the rapidity of lYie cuTieii\.,\v^ Vrve^ 
^ turn. The rider saw the danger, ©lie c\xx\»^ ^^ 
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rein, she tried with voice and effort to urge him to the 
conflict. . Theon looked again at the sage. He saw he 
had loosened his mantle, and was prepared to try the 
flood. " I conjure you, by the gods !" said the youth, 
^ what is my life to yours ?" He grasped the sage in 
his turn. " Let me save her ! I will save her — I swear 
it." They both struggled a moment for the leap. " I 
swear," continued Theon, with furious energy, " that if 
you go, I will follow." He made another effort, and 
dashed from the hold of Epicurus into the river. Na- 
turally strong, he was doubly so at this moment. He 
felt not fear, he saw not danger. In a moment he was 
in the centre of the current — another stroke, and he had 
seized the mane of the steed. But the terrified animal 
even then gave way to the stream. The rider still 
struggled for her seat. But her strength fast &iled, she 
stretched out her hand with a feeble cry of despair. 
Theon shot forward yet swifter than the tide ; he drove 
with a shock against the horse, and caught with one 
arm the expiring girl. Then, half yielding to the cur- 
rent, he parted with the other the roaring waters, and 
with effort almost superhuman, grappled with their fiiry. 
Panting, choking, bewildered, yet never relaxing, he 
reached, but he knew not how, the land. When he 
recovered recollection, he found himself lying on a 
couch, in the arms of Epicurus. " Where am I," he 
said, " and where is the lovely girl ?" 

" Safe, safe, as her generous deUverer. Oh, my son! 
now indeed my son, when I owe to thee my Hedeia." 

" Was it your adopted child, then," cried the youth, 
with a shout of delirious joy, as he threw himself on the 
breast of the sage. " But tell me," he said, rising and 
looking round on MetrodoroS) \Aio^ ^wfia. \w^ ^^s^ks. 
ecbolarsf stood beside the coucYi, ^^ Yvcrw caxoR^^^'^'^'^'^^ 
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*< I belidv^" said Metrodoru% << the master swam tsi 
your aid — at least, we found him lifiing you and Heden 
firom the water." 

'^ I watched your strength| my son, and reserved mino 
till it should fiJl ; when I observed it do so^ I came to 
your assistance. Now, compose yourself awhile^ and I 
will go and put myself into a dry tunic.''' 
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Theon, rising recruited from the warm bath, and 
has Umbs being well rubbed with ointments, joined the 
party at supper in health and spirits. It consisted of the 
master, Leontium, Metrodonra, and two other scholars, 
whose persons were new to him. There was something 
in the gentle manners of one, not unmixed with a httle 
awkwardness, the grave repose of his features, the ab- 
stract thought that lined his forehead, and fixed his mild 
eye, that led him to guess k was Polyoenus. The other, 
whose gait had the dignity of manhood, and the polish 
of art ; whose fiice, without being handsome, had that 
beauty which refined sentiment and a well-stored mind 
always throw more or less into the features ; whose 
whole appearance showed at once the fine scholar and 
the amiable man, fixed instantly Theon's attention and 
curiosity. All received the youth with congratulations, 
and Metrodorus, as he held him in his embrace, joking- 
ly upbraided him as a greedy and barbarous invader, 
who was carrying off, in his single person, the whole 
love and honour of the garden. " But yet," he added, 
" have a care ; for I doubt you have secured the envy 
also." 

" I believe it," said Theon. " At least I know I 
ehoidH envy you, or any of your fraternity, who had 
risked his life, aye, or lost it, m eemc^i cS. ^^s^JsaL \s5as&«s.^ 
or anj your master loved.'^ 
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<< Well said, my dear youth,'' s&id the stranger, takmg 
his hand ; '< and when you have seen more of the 
nymph you so gallantly rescued, you will p^haps thmk 
the man a no less object of envy, who should risk his 
life for her, or any she loved.'' 

They moved to the table, when Leontium whispered 
Theon, " Hermachus of Mytelene, the bosom Mend of 
Epicurus." 

" I thank you," replied Theon, " you have well read 
my curiosity." 

The party were about to place themselves, when a 
sound in the passage turned all eyes to the door. " Yes, 
nurse, you may just peaceably let me take my own way. 
Go, go, I am quite well, quite warm, and quite active. 
I tell you, you have rubbed my skin off— would you rub 
away my flesh too ?" And in came, with the li^ht foot 
of a n3maph of Dian, the young Hedeia. A white gar- 
ment, carelessly adjusted, fell, with inimitable grace, 
over her airy form ; in equal negligence, her long hair, 
still moist from the recent waves, and dishevelled by the 
anxious rubbing of her carefril attendant, hung down 
her shoulders to her zone. Her face, though pale from 
late alarm and fatigue, beaming with life and joy. Her 
full dark eyes sparkling with intelligence, and her lips, 
though their coral was slightly &,ded, lovely with smilea 
In one hand she held a goblet, in the other a chaplet of 
myrtle. " Which is my hero?" she asked, in a voice 
more sweet than the evening zephyr, as she looked 
round the board. " Am I right ?" approaching Theon. 
The youth, as he gazed on the lovely face, forgot to an- 
swer. "Nay, is it a statue?" leaning fixrward, and 
gazing in her turn, as if in curious inspection. 

^'2Vo^ a shvop^^ said Theon, half smUing) half bbsihr 
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izig, as he stooped his knee, wMe she {daced the garland 
on his head. 

"I come to pledge you," she said, putting the cup to 
her lips, " and to bid you pledge me," presenting it with 
bewitching grace to the youth. He took it in speech- 
less ecstasy from her taper fingers, and turning that side 
to his moi^ which had received the touch of her's, 
' ^quaffed off at once the draught of wine and love. 
■:. ^V Beware," said a voice in his ear : " it is the cup of 
;-.; Circe." He turned, Polyoenus stood behind him ; but 
;- # when he saw his motionless features, he could hardly 
":•: feelieve the whisper had been uttered by him. 
: V . "" I know," continued the fair one, pointing to the ta- 
'hi He, " there is but cold beverage here for a drowned man. 
^^^ ijly wise father may know to give comfort to the mind, 
:,. liiut come to my good nurse, when you want the comfort 
of the body. She is the most skilful compounder of 
elixirs, philters, and every palateable medicine, that you 
might haply find in all Greece, all Asia, aye, or all the 
earth. And now make way," putting back the sur- 
rounding company, and leading Theon by the arm to 
the upper end of the table. " Behold the king of the 
feast." 

" That is, if you are the queen," said the intoxicated 
youth. 

" Oh, certainly," placing herself by his side, " I never 
refuse consequence, whenever I can get it." 

" Whenever you can take it, you mean," said the 
master, laughing. 

" And is not that every where ?" said Hermachus, 
bowing to the fair girl. 

" Yes, I believe it is. A pretty face, my friends, may 
presume much ; a wilful xiaXxuft xaa:^ carr5 ^bl^'^ssssis^ 
I have both to perfection •, Yiave \ noX.'V* 
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^< Praise to Yenus, and the Graces!," said Leontium ; 
^' our sister has brought a heart as gay from the college 
of Pythagoras, as she took into it." 

" To be sure ; and did you expect otherwise ? Psha ! 
you philosophers know nothing of human nature. I 
could have told you before this last experiment, that hu- 
mour Ues in contrast, and that a wag will find more sub- 
ject in a synod of grave sages than a crew of laughing 
wits. You must know," turning to Theon, " I have 
been on a visit to a wise man, a very wise man, who has 
followed from his youth up the whim, and all very wise 
men have whims, of restoring the neglected school of 
Pythagoras to its pristine greatness. Accordingly, he 
has collected and brought up some dozen submissive 
youths to his full satisfaction ; for not one of them dare 
know his right hand fiom his left, but on his master's 
authority, doubly backed by that of the great founder. 
They have, in short, no purse of their own, no time of 
^eir own, no tongue of their own, no will of their own, 
and no thought of their own. You cannot conceive a 
more perfect community. One more virtuously insipid, 
more scientifically absurd, or more wisely ignorant." 

" Fie, fie, you giddy girl," said the master, smiling 
while he tried to firown. 

" Giddy, not at all. I am delivering grave matter of 
feet story." 

" And we are all ear," said Hermachus, " so pray let 
us have the whole of it." 

" The whole ? nay, you have it ateady. An abode 
of the blessed ; a house with twelve bodies in it, and 
one brain to serve them all." 

* Why," replied Hermachus, " I believe you have at 
home some hundred bodies in the same predicament'^ 
'^ To be sure; and so I told the «»LgeP7i3a3a;g,oT«a».^ 
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when he looked so complacendy on his eleven pieces of 
mechanism, and assured him that were it not for me, 
there would not be a single original in the garden, save 
the master. I assure you, father, I gave just as matter 
of fact a description of your household, as I now do of 
the old Pythagorean's. And, a most singular coinci- 
dence, I remember he cried, ' Fie, fie,' just as you did 
now. Once more, it was a most perfect household ; 
with the men, all peace, method, virtue, learning, and 
absurdity ; with the women, all silence, order, ignorance, 
modesty, and stupidity." 

" And pray, sister," said Metrodorus, " what made 
you leave a society that afforded such rich food to your 
satire?" 

" Because, brother, the richest food cloys the fastest. 
I passed three days to my perfect satisfaction ; a fourth 
would have killed me." 

" And your Mends too," said the philosopher, shaking 
his head. 

" Killed them. They never knew they had life, till I 
found it out for them. No, no, I left sore hearts behind 
me. The master indeed — ah, the master ! poor man, 
shall I confess it ? Before I left the house, he caught 
GOB of his pupils looking into a mirror with a candle, 
heard that another had stirred the fire with a sword, 
and oh ! more dreadful than all, that a third had swal- 
lowed a bean.* If I could but have staid three days 
longer, I might have wound my girdle round the necks 
of the whole dozen, brought them on my back, and laid 
them at the feet of Epicurus." 

^^ And what said the master, all this time ?" said Le- 
ontium. 

♦ AUuding to the whimsical sapcn^icna oi'^t^oBJestsw^^^N^'^^^^ 
U wen more just to say, of Ids folIowetB. 

\0 
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<<SaJd he? what said he? umph ! I never heard what 
he said, for I was reading what he feh." 

" And what felt he?" asked Hermachus; 

" Just what you have felt— and you too," looking at 
Polyoenus. *' Aye, and you also, very sage philoso- 
pher ;" and turning short round to Theon, ^^ what you 
have to feel, if you have not yet felt — that I was vasdy 
witty, vastly amusing, and vastly beautiful." 

" And do you think," said the Gargettian, "when we 
feel all this, we can't be angry with you ?" 

" Nay, what do y(m think ? But no, no, I know you 
all better than you know yourselves. And I think you 
cannot^ or if you ccm^ 'tis as the poet, who curses the 
muse he burns to propitiate. Oh philosophy ! philoso- 
phy ! thou usest hard maxims and showest a grave 
face, yet thy maxims are but words, and thy fece but a 
mask. A skilful historian, who, when the buskm is offj 
paint, plaster, and garment thrown aside, stands no 
higher, no fairer, and no more mighty, than the young- 
est, poorest, and simplest of thy gaping worshippers. 
Ah, friends ! laugh and frown ; but show me the man, 
the wisest, the gravest, or the sourest, that a bright pair 
of eyes can't make a fool of" 

"Ah, you proud girl," said Hermachus, "tremble! 
remember, the blue-eyed Sappho died at last for a 
Phaon." 

" Well, if such be my fate, I must submit. I do not 
deny, because I have been wise hitherto, that I may not 
turn fool with the philosophers, before I die." 

" What an excellent school for the rearing of youth," 
said the master, "the old Pythagorean must think mine." 

" Jud^ng from me as a specimen, you mean. And 
trust me now, father, I am the best. Do 1 noV ^i?).c,vSsa 
n^Aae you preach ? What you show tlie ^^^ \o, ^o \ 
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not possess ? Look at my light foot, look in my laugh- 
ing eye, read my gay heart, and tell — ^if pleasure be not 
mine. Confess, then, that I take a shorter cut to the 
goal than your wiser scholars, aye, than your wisest self. 
You study, you lecture, you argue, you exhort. And 
what is it all for ? as if you could not be good without 
so much learning, and happy without so much talking. 
Here am I— I think I am very good, and I am quite 
sure I am very happy ; yet I never wrote a treatise in 
my life, and can hardly listen to one without a yawn." 

" Theon," said Epicurus, smiling, " you see now the 
priestess of our midnight orgies." 

" Ah ! poor youth, you must have found the garden 
but a diill place in my absence. But have patience, it 
will be better in ftiture." 

" More dangerous," said Polyoenus. 

" Never mind him," whispered Hedeia, in the Corin- 
thian's ear — " he is not the grave man that a bright 
pair of eyes cannot make a fool of This is very odd," 
she continued, looking round the board. " Here am I, 
the stranger, and one too half drowned, charged with 
the entertaining of this whole learned society." 

" Nay, my girl," said the master, " thou hadst need to 
be whole drowned, ere your friends might secure the 
happiness of being listened to." 

" Indeed, I beUeve it's true ; and considering that the 
greatest pleasure of life is the being listened to, I wonder 
how any one was found to pick me out of the water. 
The Corinthian, to be sure, did not know what he saved; 
but that the master should wet his tunic in my service, 
is a very unaccountable circumstance. Is there any rea- 
son for it in philosophy ?" 

" I am afraid none.'* 

^ Or in mathematicsT' l\ximxi%\o'^^l^^«»a.- ^^^^^ 
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just see there a proof of my argument. Can any man 
look more like wisdom, or less like haf^iness ? This 
comes of diagrams and ethics. My young Corinthian, 
take warning." 

^^ I wish we could fix you to a diagram," said Leon- 
tium. 

"The Graces forefend ! and why dbould you wish it? 
Think you it would make me wiser ? Let Polyoenus 
be judge, if I am not wiser than he. I admire the dif- 
ferent prescriptions that are given by different doctors. 
The wife of the good Pythagorean recommended me a 
distaff." 

" Well," said Hermachus, " that might do equally." 
" Pray, why don't you take one yourself?" 
" I, you see, am busy vdih philosi^phy." 
" And so am I, with laughing at it. Ah, my sage 
brother, every man thinks that perfection, that he is 
himself — that the only knowledge that he possesses — 
and that the only pleasure that he pursues. Trust me, 
there are as many ways of living as there are men, and 
one is no more fit to lead another, than a bird to lea4 a 
fish, or a fish a quadruped." 

" You would make a strange world, were you the 
queen of it," said Hermachus, laughing. 

" Just as strange, and no stranger, than k is at pre- 
sent. For why ? I should take it as I found it, and 
leave it as I found it. 'Tis you philosophers^ who would 
rub and twist, and plague and doctor it, and firet your 
souls out, to bring all its heterogeneous parts, fools, wits, 
knaves, simpletons, grave, gay, light, heavy, teng-faced 
and short-faced, black, white, brown, straight and crook- 
ed^ tall^ short, thin and fat, to fit tc^ether, and patient 
redact each other, like the acorns of aaoak, ox ASafcxassdseel 
wives and ^ipiess daughters of tlie gwA c\\kzfiSDB ol 
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Athens; 'tis yaa, I say, who would make a strange j 
world, were you kings c^ it — ^you who would shorten and ! 
lengthen, cUp, pull, and carve men's minds to fit your 
systems, as the tyrant did men's bodies to fit his bed.'' 

"I grant there's some truth, my girl, in thy nonsense," 
said the master. 

"And I grant that there is not a philosopher in Athens, 
who would have granted as much, save thyself. You 
will find, my young hero," turning to Theon, " that my 
father philosophizes more sense, that is, less absurdity, 
than any man since the seven sages ; nay ! even than 
the seven sages philosophized themselves. He only 
lacks to be a perfectly wise man" 

" To burn," said the master, " his books of philoso- 
phy, and to sing a tune to thy lyre." 

" No, it shall do to let me sing a tune to it myselt" 
She bounded from the couch and the room, and return- 
ed in a moment, with the instrument in her hand. 
" Fear not," she said, nodding to the sage, as she lightly 
swept the chords, " I shall not woo my own lover, but 

your mistress." 

» 

" Come, Goddess ! come I not in thy power, 

With gait and garb austere, 

And threatening brow severe, 
Like stem Olympius in the judgment hour ; 

But come with looks the heart assuring 

Come with smiling eyes alluring, 

Moving soft to Lydian measures, 

Girt with graces, loves, and pleasures^ 

Bound with Basilea's zone. ^ W**^ 

Come, Virtue ! come ! in joyous tone 

We bid thee welcome to our hearth, 

For well we know, that thou alone 

Canst give the purest bliss of earth." 

" No thanks, no thanks. 1 bYisSl XsJ&a tdcj ^s^fra. ^«r 
ward/' and stealing belnnd "Ei^AcuxxjkS^. ^'e^ \5ox?s^ >j»s8l 
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white arms round his neck, and laid her cheek on Ids 
lips. Then rising, << Good dreams be with you,'' and 
waving round her hand, and throwing a smile on Theon, 
vanished in an instant The youth saw and heard no 
more, but sat as in a dream, until the party divided. 

" Have a care," whispered the master, as he followed 
him into the vestibule. " Cupid is a knavish god ; he 
can pierce the hearts of others, and hold a shield before 
his own." 



END OF PART I. « 
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